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ow one eee in vi il's Life; to beftow rhe 
ba admired Genius, in proftrate ers F his 
e Muſe at \the fees Fa more Honowred, "Witty, und Fernen 
1 for Necænas wes 4 Mun of an unbiefs A) impartial, 
and generons nature; and knew as well hom to Judge and Appland an Ex- 
/ Li Poems, as the Poet himſelf knew how 70 write bet was fir fe 
landed, | 
This therefore cauſes our Motlern thor: 0 oflridted by his Wi 
Example ) to make an . LE, of "their ware 170 — mol de- 
| ,, ſerving and knowing That is 
they have mel wit 1 7 ent to ft onr the fant 25 they have 
= alſo moſt muaeſfly and good nature to exciiſe m. 
> Amongſt. this tribe, my Tord, I muſt humbly confeſs my 4 one, aha 
acknqwledee theſe two Reaſons fur my preſumption : Fir, M ferret 
"pride to have 7 Play grat u with the fren Name of t 
Berkeley, lincally deſcended (for many Ages paſt ) from the Real Blood 
of the Tiluſtriour Harding ;. and. thence flowing through the veins of 
One and twenty Noble Families, to the Hanaurt he wow defſervedly 
"Wears , "and which his. Farrell Majef conlsd not more nuftty beſtow. 
And, ſecvndiy, to be impartially ** « 7 4 perſon who knows 4s well 
bow fo write, 4s ro DAFT ORTzE. 
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uur Lordjhip did me once the favayr to preſent. me 4 little book 

your 'own Writing, Entituled, Hiſtorical Applications; &. :whers 
ve that reads may find an egatt-ſerenity of Pancy, 4 viuacity 15 Wit, 
rei Elegance in Language, and bſerve it to be adored with 


certain Fems of Morality and Divinity, and other maxims of Rational "| þ 


Wiſdom, and true Collections of Hiſtory, that render it a piece fit to 
Ge admired by  thermgft, Wiſe and Learned, and leu d the pſt . 
ian and El. ee STOLL OUT Ot 
Ide this ligtif dre \my Lard, a int of. any inſolety helie 
6% N fit to abs the 1. or 12 2255 yo bat js 
tongs to a far better Genius and Jer, but. only aut of, an tip,, de- 
fire to do. my ſelf Juſtice iu applauding yos , though tis impoſſible 1 
{bould do you any, 

Sola virtus vera Nobilitas, is 4 Maxim in which Seng and our 
Loraſhip fully. agree ; for would any man be Pious and Moral good, let 


and applanſe" of. 4 AWmerous. and. patent arg. 
This, wy Lord, is ſo great. and. undoablted. a Truth, that with the 


moſt nice apprehenſins. tis impaſſible it. ſhould\leave the leaſt impreſſion 


of. flattery ; that being 4 thing as difficult for. me to de, as for you to 


endure, for all that l g, will ſay, thas much , and therefore "tis 
probable all, that love he will, peak. uf fe . 

CA to\this Comedy, it. lad the Humour te pleaſe, one party; ang. am 
enly glad, that the St. Georges of Eighty-one got 4 L ict over the old 


hilfe Drezons of Forty-tyeo.; "tis 4 geod. Omen, and I hope portenas future 


ſucceſſes, thaugh ſome fat Whiggs / Sir Barnaby's tribe made. all the 
intereſt they. could to cry, d . 0 


My Lord, tis not only 4 nice, but . very difficult thing. to write 4: 


good Comedy, and therefore a tolerable on: ſbonld be the more cxcu- 
ſable, for there 11 not only Wit , but Plat, Invention, and 4 quick 
and ingenious fancy requir'd: Fancy ! the brighteſt Jewel of Poetry, of 


whych the Famous Engliſh Spenca was the great and only Maſter, 
4 
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t we maß ſee in all his Deſcriptions, dur more . particularly in his , 
an f Temperance, when. be ſteaks of Mammon or Coyectoul- 
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8 $1 At laſt he came into 1 gloomy Glade, dw. Le 
! , 2 Qover'd with Bows and Shrubs from Heavens light; 


And uncouth ſalvage and uncivil wiglit; 

Of greizly heiw, and fowl ill-favour'd ſight, 

His Head and Reard with Soot were ill bedighr. 

His Cole bliek Hals did ſeem to have bin ſear d 

In Smiths fire, ſpitting forge, and nails like Claws appear d. 


II. 


And round about him lay, on every ſide, 
Breit heaps of Gold, that never could be ſpent, 
Of which ſome were rude Ore not purified 
Of AMulciber's devouring Element. 
Somesothers were new driven, and diſtent 
of er Into Fredl Ingots, and to Wedges {quare ; 
Some in round Plates withouten Monument, 
But moſt were ſtampt, and in their Mettal bare, 
The antick ſhapes of Kings and Kezars ſtrange and rare, 


But this is a fort of Poetry of a differen nature from Drama- 


keks ʒ un rherenre rhe fancy miſt of nec vary, ber nt im one 


it is digeſt:d into Characters, that are to ſpeak before a carping Au- 
dience: and in the other, perhaps, only to be read or ſpoken of before 
one or two perſons, But ſuppoſe the fancy to be good, that will not 
nom ſerve turn; for in this Age lis not-a Poets Merit, but bis Party that 
muſt do bis buſineſs ; ſo that if his Play conſiſts of a witch, 4 Devil, 
or 4 Broomſtick, ſo he have but a Prieſt at one end of the Play, and 8 
Falflin at tother end of the Pit, it ſhall be fam d for an excellent 
piece. And the Mobile either encouraged by their Grandees, or 
treated by. the Poet, ſhall throng to it with as much zeal, as they once 


did. 


did to the Committee | when the ftale war wum, n Loyalty began 
tv come in faſhion ooo AR „ b 
This, my Lord, is the World, and the Worlds Nature; but you, i 
boldly ſay, value Merit for its own ſake, and not through intereſt, or 
to pleaſe a faction, you will not hiſobr = 4 Play in the wrong place, nor 
e 


uſe an Arbitrary Power to carry 4 Cauſe by Popular Intereſt or Parties : 
; ſay you ae 45d I wiſh — rr: — — But 
ince they are not; your Lordſhips utteyrance and patronizing of this Comedy 
is the greateſt — 2 — that can poſſibly happen t, ; 


My 1,08D, 
Your Lordſhips obliged and deyoted 
| humble Servant, 


Tho, Dukrzr. 
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OW 'ong, alas! muſt our unhappy Stage 
_ Groan for the follies of this Plotting Ager 
Wen ſhall our doubts and anxious fears have end, 
That we may once more know a-fae from friend: 
Once more of Truth and Honeſty make tryal. 2 
Ad dor be Vilkins thought, for being Loyal. 
When ſhall we ſee an Audience in the Pit, : 


Not ſway'd by Factions, that will fileas fit, - 
Aud friends to th” Poet, calmly judge his Wit: 
Or when a Noble, Royal Party view, | 8 


That dare to mighty'Cefar give his due; _ 

Spire of the Numerous, Buzzing, Crop-ear'd Crew? 

When theſe things happen, we fhall calm our fears; 

But no ſuch. bleſſing in theſe times appears. 

Diſtraction 1 and th framtick Tow, 

Plagu'd with Sam- plots, a very Bed/am's grown. 

Like Lunatichs ye roat and range about; 5 
[4 N 


v 


Frame Plots, then crack your. brains to find em out; 
Like Oliver's Porter, but not ſo devout. Y 
Our City*frierids too, that · Gre Coffee droop, d 
For fear the French ſhould come and eat em up. © 
Brumicham-Proteſtants, that rail and-grieve ye, 
With names of 2 and Tartroy : 
That, Plagu'd with natural and ſubtil fears, 
Think alt che Loyal Party Dogs and Bears, 5 
Run mad with Pious Zeal for th' good o th' Nation; 
And how to fix a godly Reformation. * 
Since then from theſe he ne' re can hope ſucceſs, 5 
To ydu th 1 es of Wits Caſe, 
The Poet. humbly offers his Addreſs. 
Wich you his fate's ſecure, and doubly. bleſt; 
Holes Synod: all; and for the reſt; 

t he ſhall know both Parties, now he Glories ; 
By Hiſles th' #higgs, and by their Claps the Tories, 


DRAMATIS!I 


Dramatis Perſonæ 
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Wildin — een Wi endend EO! 
T A2 only a Weg rail 2 c 
1... Women, 1 
Townly.— . — 4 A inceaflont ug fam 7, 
in Love with, and — by ell» #&.Goodman,. 
: women ; and courts all alike. Wh not ly 
Hy 0 Wiſeacre.- An Opinienated Fool and Cuckold ; | 
A. Lancaſhire-Knight, and in Love ae 


. with Livia. 
ch. Porpuſs.—4 blunt Tarpawlin,-Cap rin, and wah rfl 
. | one" that os his Brat ang "OM 7. Griffia, 


terms upon all occaſions, 
Sir Barn. Whigg.-- 4 Phanatical . ,one of Oliver”s | 
hts; one that always pretend. 1 Powell. 
— 2 4 change f Government g 
yet does his beſt to cauſe one. 


Benedick. — An Intrigver, and Friend to 4 
Wilding. Ar. Perin. 
Swift, — — een | tr. Coſh. 
WouEN. 


Gratiana . Witty . and one that 54. 
* . = ſelf by 2 4g ainſt men, Fee Corber 
Livia — #ife to Porpuls, cunning and 3, 
© wanton, and in Leib Towaly, & le. Cool. ; 
Millicent. — —— Wife to Sir Walter, i# Love alſo 3 
with Townl y 8 Hrs, Moyle, 
Jilt. 


Winifrid,- 4 young Wel Pari. percival. 
waiters, Men ja Women, Muſicians, Officers 4 
Attendants, x 


Scents LoNnDON, 
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Sir Barnaby Whige: 


Ac r. I. ScErens I. 


Wilding, Captain Porpuſs, Benedick, Townly, Gratiana, Millicent, 
Livia, Winiford je ending 4 Dance. 


A Table, Bottles and Cards ready. 


Wilding. O, Madam, now the courſe is finiſh'd, and your ſqueaking Inſtru- 


: ments are ſilent; I hope a man may have the priviledge to re- 
| tire and fan himſelf a little. [To Gratiana. 
* *Gratiana. Les, and I believe without danger of a ſecond 

ment, unleſs you could promiſe more kill than youkeve free 


hitherto. 
Bened. —Nay Tom, for ſhame deſert not ſo beautiful a Partner ſoToon. 
Wild. — Not Deſert her? Gad he that catches me cutting a Caper agen, Ile 
give him leave to cut a leg off, that I may have a maim to remember my folly 
by. [The Captain is courting Winifrid all this while. 
} Gra. If you were to be maim'd for every folly you committed, I queſtion 
whether you could find your fellow Cripple in any Hoſpital in Town. 
Bened. — So, there's one full hit, pray Heav 'n, my friend have skill enough to 
gefend himſelf. % 

Abllic. —Perhaps, Madam, Mr. Wilding (like an excellent Singer) thinks 
*tis becomming to undervalue his perſectio: Pray, Sir, be real; Do you not 
love Dancing ? CTownly ir Courting Livia this while. 

Wild. Love it! oh extremely in a cold froſty morning, when a man has 
been at a true Debauch the night before: 1 hold it to, be the only neceſſary 
Diverſion : Dancing, Madam! why *tis the very glowitlg-brand of Lux 
that kindles the temperate blood, heats and fires us el we are fit for the Modi 
buſineſs *twas deſign'd for: Then think not but I doat on it moſt yioletitly. 

Bened. —Pox on him, now ſhall we have no more to night, 

. —_—_ —We Women find it otherwiſe; therefore value little what you 

ink of it. , 


and full of good meaning, 


(2) 


Gra. —Think of it! why, Madam, to think, is contrary to thoſe of his 
Complexion : I dare ſwear for the Gentleman, he ſeldom thinks of any thing, 
unleſs it be how to excuſe his being fecond in a Duel. Come, prithee come away, 
he's pumping for a Repartee I warrant : but it ſhall not do Sir. | 

Bened. — Ha, ha, ha; Why how now friend? 

Wild, A commixture of pride, wantonneſs, and affeRation handſomly bound 
up together: Prithee what is ſhe? 5 * 


Bened. Vou ſhall know that anon: but ſee! yonders Zack Townly courting 


the Captain's Lady, and the Old Tar-pawling, I think, is making tenders to 
my littfe Welſh Miſtreſs, | 
Mild. The Autumn of Euſt, and the blooming ſpring of Folly met in de- 
ſpite of nature. 
Bened. In deſpight of it indeed; but the comfort is, it cannot laſt long. 
Wild. — No, *tis only ſuperficial, and extends to thought, foppery in ex- 
preſſion ; but no further: An old mans Love is like Snow in Summer, always 
unnatural ; and no ſooner is, but it is not; the frigid nature of the one, not 
agreeing with the kindly warmth of to'ther. 
* ToWinifrid, Capt. —Once! I tell thee I do love thee: * by Mars I do; 
Prithee furl thy Sails and let me view thee a little; I have no 


fine phraſes, but by Boreas | affect thee heartily, thy face, thy leg, thy ſhape, |; 


thy every thing : When wilt thou come to the Tower, and let me falute thee 
with the great Guns—hah ? Bounce, bounce, bounce, thou ſhalt have Royal 
port my Girl. E | 

Winif. —I pray you Captains, of all Loves, no more of theſe creat *ordes and 
noiſes; for look you, her has put a poor weak prains, and never apide creat 


Cuns, nor Pounce, pounce, pounce, her cannot apide pounces, look you. 


Capt. Cannot her apide pounces! why ker ſall have Muſicks, and Junkits, 
and Dances then, if her cannot apide pounces: the Kettle Drums and Trumpets 
ſhall Divert thee, my little Juno: the Eagle ſhall clap her Wings in ſign of joy, 
and the Royal Lyon ſhall Roar thee welcome. 

Winif. — Pleſs us awl, are you mads?. if her hears Lyons, her is dead: the 


Ferq and pictures of Lyons makes her ſwoon'd, her eyes cloſe, and her breath 


Ferk, ferk, ferk, in her pelly with fits of Mothers and Fathers: I believe in my 
Conſcience, look you, the Captain's is diſtractious: A Lyons! pleſs us awl, her 
cannot apide the name on't. , 

Capt. Eads plut, her cannot abide nothing, I think: Put does her preaths 


and her pelly's Ferk, ferk, ferk ſo much, does her ſay ? 


. Winif. — Piſh, this is Simplicity's, look you, and Impertinencies, I pray you 
forbear, Captains. * 
Capt. — Diddle, Diddle, Diddle; ſhe has a Tongue as glib as an Eel; but no 


matter, ſhe is Amſterdam built, and by Mars I love her for her Dutch Bottom. 


Bened, Look! he has frighted her away already: Vle warrant there has 


bin an excellent Harangue betwixt 'em. 


Wild. —Blunt to ſome purpoſe, without doubt; but I believe very ſavoury, 


* 
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Enter Sir Walter with Bottles in bis bands, and The Ladies go to Tile ba 
4 Girdle hung round with Bottles, only Livis ſtays with — | 


Modern nm + {| «+ | | 

Sir Wale, Hey ſcowr, ſcowr my lads, and now ſor a Health-Royal ; ſo 
here my Jolly bracts at is return'd in triumph; view me, round boys, honeſt . 
Walt has been lcowring for you: Watt muſt have a Health Royal ere we part, 
faith: Hey, bring a Dozen of Glaſſes there. 

Wild. — Well, ſaid Sir #alter Wiſeacre, gad we thought you had left us. 

Sir Wait. — Left thee ! what before thou wert Drunk, Buy. Rock!? Prithee 
don't think me ſuch an unnatural Rogue to leave thee in a ſneaking, ſober con- 
dition: So, ho! where's this fellow? I was delay'd below by a Danm'd Raſcal 
the Clerk of the Pariſh that came to me, Sir, for Church. duties; and I think I 
have paid him, for I took him into the Cellar, Drunk fix pint Bumpers „a 
Health. Royal to him, tript up his heels with bonny Puntack, and left the Rogue 
ſinging Plalms under a Pipe of Malaga. , 5 2 

Wild, — Why God. a- mercy Clerk, y' faith, and yet, Sir Walter, I ſee you 
are freſh ſtill? | 

Sir Walt. —Freſh ! not concern'd I: freſh as the morning, and as gay as the 
ſpring; ah LI can Drink like a fiſh many and hold like a Kilderkin : but, come 
my lads, chaſe, chuſe —What Wine you like? this is Champaign, and this is 
Burgundy, this Obrion, this Puntack ; and here's a deer Bottle of Cohorſe that 
exceeds all. 35 [Turns round.) 

Bened. — There's a fine name now to put off pall'd Claret, and cheat the 
ſubje& with. 

Capt. — Cohorſe! a Pox o theſe barbarous notions, why tis all but Claret 
ſtill, and only the Vintners cheat to extort a ſhilling in a Pottle upon account 
of the Prohibition. 

Sir Walt. - Prohibition! peace old Water Rat; peace I ſay, thou canſt not 
fathom my depth old. Plummer ; for you muſt know, Sir, that I deal with an 
honeſt, civil perſon, and great friend of the Governours of no matter 
where : Well, Sir, he upon occaſion has fore eyes: Wines come Incognito; my 
friend breaks the Law, cheats the King, ſteals Cuſtom, ſells me a lumpipg pen- 
niworth; and, prithee, what ſignifies the Prohibition? but come, every one his 
Bottle, and a Health-Royal I muſt make you all Drunk : you know my way. 

Bened. — Tis not convenient to begin a match of Drinking in the Ladies 
company, Sir Maher? | | 

Sir Walt. — Gad that's true, eſpecially before my Miſtreſs too; Come then, 
let's drink a civil glaſs, and retire to the next Room. Captain Porpuſs, here 
- unge, thou art a man of a ſound brain; Come, here's your Ladies 

calth. | 

Capt. — Not mine, good Sir Knight, begin your own Ladies, we have not 
had that to night. | | 

Sir Walt, — My Wives, Sir Pde have you know Ple, have no-ſuch plebeian * 
c#jugal Cuſtoms in my houſe z' beſides *rwill pall the Wine, avd give an-vala-, 
vour y reliſh to my mouth all the night _ h 

2 A.M 
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Afill, —The pallat that's always out of taſte, has no occaſion to be made more 
inſipid ; and your cuſtoms, Sir (like your Counſel) are often too ſhallow to be 
very taking. | 

Sir Wale — Here, here, take this Bymper ; prithee let me make thee + 
Drunk, that I may once ſee thee in a good humour; ah that ſhe: were — 
once, that I might be Jocoſe, and break a Jcſt or two with my deer Miſtriſs 
there. [Pointing to Livia, whom Townly ir talking with. 

Capt. — Your Servant Sir, Ple have no whiſpering here by Mars; I ſhall la 
you ſhort by the Mizzen, if you think to grapple my Pinnace: therefore, hands 
off, this, Sir, is my Wiſe, and this is my Sword; my name is Captain Porpuſe,. 
I drink Claret , and therefore ſhould Diſpute as well as ſhe, Sir: Come, ſtate - 
your Queſtion, | | 

Towns. — What queſtion, Sir ?—Plagyue of his Interruption. C Aſide. 

Capt. — What queſtion, Sir? why a Mathematical queftion, terms of Na- 
vigation, Card, Compaſs, Lading, any thing; Come, what a Devil have you 
ſeen of the World, Sir? I have ſtood and fac d both frigid and torrid Zones, 
plough'd up the Boſphorus like a Molehill, kindled a Torch in the Sun, ſhot both 
the Gulfs of Yenice and Florida, and ſeen the Nayel of the World, you Scoun- 
drel. [Sir Walter Harti. 

Townly. —Ha, ha, ha, a pleaſant humour, y faith. 

Sir Walt, —Prithee Captain leave this bluſtering : Gad thou 2 ſo ma- 
ny Damn'd, cramp, hard Sea · words, they are enough to fright an h Country 
Gentleman out of the Company. 

Millic. — Madam we want ye to make one at Love. [They fot down to play. 

Sir Walt. —A Tarpawlin, a rude Sea fellow, you muſt not mind him man; 
> — Jacl, doſt thou remember what I told thee to day concerning my 

ife ? 

Townly. —Very well Sir; but faith L wiſh you would chuſe ſome other man, 
for my modeſty-is always fo offenfive if I am to tpeak toa Woman. 

Sir Walt. — Modeſty ! alas poor fellow : Ile tell thee what Ple do then, Ile 
make thee Drunk; prithee let me, I love it, I delight int man: I make a dozen 
or two Drunk every day; get but Drunk, and then Boy, never doubt thy con- 
fidence; ſor a Collegian once intoxicated, is the moſt impudent creature that 
ever] met with. | 

Tommy. — And are not you then guilty of a great Imprudence to truſt me 
with your Wife ? 

Sir Walt. —Not at all man, not a Jot ; for though to me ſhe be pall'd, nay 
to my grief a Wife all over; yet, Pox on't, I know ſhe's honeſt, for. ſhe's «. 
great Churchwoman. | 
Tawnly, — A Churehwoman ! - 

Sir Walt, — Ay. 

Townly. Never the honeſter for that, to my knowledge. 

Sir Walt. — Alas, poor ſoul, ſhe prays continually z and as for her Virtue, 
the keeps that ſecure, cloſe ſhut up in a Purſe; the great Devil, her pride 
pulling at one ſtring, and Doctor Tickle text the. to ter. | 


Tawnly. Wen | 


— ²˙ COR net. >> oe Et BE on On ==% 
Townly. — Well, Sir, you may command my ſervice in any thing. Was ever 
ſuch a Coxcomb ? | [ Aſide: A 
Sir Walt. Peace, not a word more, we are obſery'd,— Come, a Song there: x 
What ſay'ſt thou, Captain? Do'ſt love a Song? 
Capt. —Ay, a Battel, a Siege, a Storm, or ſo: Sing a Song that has ſome 
ſenſe in't, and perhaps I may condeſcend to bear a Bob my ſelf. 
Bened. —Nay, then we ſhall have charming. ſtuff. 
Capt. — We have not had a good bold well-ſcaſon'd Song, as Gad ſave me 
ſince Old Broom dy*d : Woon's we can get nothing now. a- days but Phils and 
Chlorit, and Celia, and the *rother Whore in the Strand, that was kept by to- 
ther Fop, ſo long, till at laſt ſhe was forc'd to keep him, Gads bud: Why now 
a Storm, a Sea-fight, or ſuch a Song wou'd delight a man.—Sbud there's both 
Body and Soul in't; and a Pox on Phillis and Chlorss, they were both Strumpets, . 
I warrant. 
Wild. — Friend farewell, my patience is outworn, and I muſt begone, I arti + 
like a fiſh out of the vater; methinks I gaſp for breath, and gro ſick by being. 
ſo long out of my Element. 
Bened. —Nay, faith, you muſt not ſtir without me. 
Capt, I ſhall never forget a frolick we had about Twelve years ago: I was - 
then Captain of the Succeſs, Heav'n bleſs her, ſhe was a brave Ship: ah how ſhe 
wou'd ſcud in the Winds Eye, and have made the Sea foam again after a Broad- 
fide : by Mars I never think of her loſs, but the pearly Dew falls from my Eyes. 
Townly. —Ha, ha, this is ridiculous enough. 
Capt. To think what a Fighter ſhe was; how ſhe wou'd ſpoom along  top- 
ſails a trip; and then the beſt Say lor in the World: *tis a ſtrange thing, Gentle- 
men, I have known that Ship fail tightly when ſhe has had above Forty Cul- 
vering Bullets in her; all ſhot through betwixt Wind and Water, 
Wild, —How, hew Sir! betwixt Wind and Water? 
Capt. —All betwixt Wind and Water, as Gad ſave me: Ah you are Pilchers - 
to me in Sca-affairs: Well, ſhe was riding at Soll Bay, *twas juſt before the 
fight there (wherein I did ſuch notable ſervice); L had then a Lieutenant aboard, 
a little Dapper fellow, but as ſtout as Herenles ; and when we met a-nights in 
the great Cabbin over a Jolly bowl of Punch, the Rogue wou'd ſing us the 
fineſt Sea-Songs, and ſo Roar em out: I think Pve a fellow can remember one 


of. them. Sing firrha. 


— — — — — 


S O N G. 4 
A STORM. 


B Boreas, blow, and let thy ſuriy Winds: 

Fay Mate the Billows foam and roar ; 

Thow canſt no Terror breed in Valiant minds, © 
Bus ſpite of thee we'll live and find the ſhore : 


* * — 5 
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Then cheer my heart; and be wo awd, 
But keep the Gun- Room clear, 
Though Hell's broke looſe, and the Devils roar abroad 
Whilſt we have Sea. room here boys, never fear: 
Hey, how ſhe toſſes up, hom far ! 
The monnting T op-maſt toucht a Star : 
- The Meteors blaz'd as through the Clouds we came, 
. And Salamander-like we live in Flame, 
But now we ſink,, now, now we go 
Down to the deepeſt ſhades below. 
Alas ' 'where are we now! who, who can tell, 
Sure iii the loweſt Room of Hell, 
Or where the Sea-gods dwell ? 
With them we'l live, with them we! live and raigu; 
With them we'l laugh and ſing, and drink, amain : 
But ſee we mount, ſee, ſee we riſe again. 
Though flaſhes of lightning and tempeſts of rain 
Do fiercely comend which, ſhall conquer the Main; 
Though the Captain do's ſwear, wiſtead of a Prayer, 
And the Sea is all fired by the Demons of the Air : 
We'l drink, and defie, the mad ſpirits that fly, 
From the deep to the thie , 
And ſing whilſt the Thunder do's bellow 
For Fate ſtill will have a kind fate for the brave, 
And nere make bis grave cf a ſalt water Wave , 
To drown, drown, never to drown ; 
No, never to drown a good fellow. 


There now ! there's life, there's ſoul, there's ſenſe : as I'm a living man, 
Gentlemen, the Rogue fox'd me three times, one after another, only by ſinging 
this Song. 

Say ZL0ET Madam, your Ladyſhip owes me fifteen. [The Ladies are all 

this while at the Table Playin at Cards, 

Livia. But five indeed, Madam, your Ladyſhip was Loo'd laſt Deal upon 
my Blaze, 

Wo —[ beg your pardon, Madam, twas my Cozen here. 

Winif. —Upon my Souls, look you, her is not Loo'd; her had the good 
Kings guarded, and won two or three tricks indeed. 

Os — Nay, prithee do not wrangle, I ſwear thou art the worſt player at 
Cards. 

Winif. —Heay'n deliver my Souls] is her diſtractious? was not her fluſhes of 
Clubs upon her laſt Deal ? beſides a Mournivals of Queens, and another of 
Knaves, for thirty Counters, beſides the fifteen her Ladyſhip ow'd her ? What 
does her Ladyſhip think her will toſe thirty Counters, look you * 

_ By no mcans—but pray let us give over now, for my part I am 
tyr d. (1 | 12 YA" 


Mild. — And 


u ”- r 
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Mild. —And I faith. | 

Ailic. — Come Ladies, there's very good Wall fruit in the Garden, pray 
let's take a turn or two. CExcunt all bur Wilding, Sir Walter Benedick. 

Sir Walt, —Now follow. her Fack, now; dear Fack, this is a rare opportu- 

nity. | 
ws —This is an odd humour, faith, what intreat Townly to follow his 

ife 

Bened. —There is ſomething more in it than I underſtand, but the fool is 
leaky as a Sicye; I am ſure he can keep no ſecrets, we ſhall know all. 

Sir Walt. —Come, my hearts, 'tother dozen Bottles, and then we ſhall be fit 
for the bulineſs of the night; Pox ont, tis ſo long ſince I was Drunk, that I'm 
by dull as a Country Student, poring upon Littleton; Hey boy, bring the Wine 
there. 

Wild. — Why you have ſpoil'd the Drinking-match,Sir Walter,by letting Jack 
Townly go. 

Bened. —Ay, he's ſo trife a Son of Bacchus, he'l do every one Reaſon, Gad 
Vle go fetch him back. ; 

Sir Walt, Gad but you ſhall not though, by your favour, for to my know 
ledge he's buſie; he's engag'd with my Wife. 

Wild. Ingag'd with her! what a Devil does the fool mean ? : 

Bened. — What! ſome Plot or other now I warrant: here's ſome Intrigue 
going forward, in which he is to be Agent: What an unnatural Rogue art thy® 
to keep this from thy friends ? Come, come, Diſcover. 

Sir Walt. —Why then, the truth is, I have an excellent deſign on foot, but 
tis impoſſible. you ſhould fathom any thing of it, unleſs you were better ac- 
quainted with with my humours. | 

Wild. —Humcurs! why, prethee, what are thy Humours ? 

Sir Walt, — Why, you muſt know, Sir, that I am famous over the Town for 
two topping humours : look you; for making people Drunk, that's one; and 
making Cuckolds, that's another. | 

| Wild. —Two very pretty topping-humours, faith. 

dir Walt. —You know tis faſhionable for a man to be famous for ſomething 3 

beſides, I have the beſt Diverſion in the world by it, for they reach to all quali- 

ties and conſtitutions ; for if I meet with a young modith Fop, there I pleaſe 
one of my humours, and make him Drunk: If with a ſober, grave, judicious, 
married Coxcomb, then I pleaſe my tother humour. 

Bened, — And lye with his Wiſe? 

Sir Walt. —1 doo; 1do y' faith, is't not fine ? this laſt has been my humour 
many years, | | 
" Wild. If I had a mortal averſion to Women, I could never think em fo 
notorious to conſent to this. 

Bened. — Pox, alye's as natql to him as Nonſenſe. 2 

Sir Malt. Come, y are both my friends, and I think I may truſt you with 
my ſecret: know then, that at this inſtant I have à violent paſſion for a Lady, 
another mans wife. | 
© Bened, — 80, | knew we ſhould have it. 


LA. 
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Sir Walt, —But as the Devil wou'd have it, Jealouſie, that Canker of Wed- 
lock, that Aguafortis of Matrimony, that eats and eats ſo damnably, till it hath 
devour'd all the love betwixt man and wife; incites, Sir, my plaguy Spouſe 
juſt in the nick to interpoſe betwixt me and my deſign. 

Wild. —Gad that was very unlucky indeed, eſpecially in ſuch a juncture. 

Sir Maut. —Juntture ! —nay we had joyn'd, and joyn'd agen long before 
this, if it had not bin for that man: Now, Sir, I had no way to help my ſelf, but 
by having Recourſe to my cunning z and, by the way, let me tell you, Gentlemen, 
I do poſitively believe I am the moſt cunning perſon that ever breath d:—I 
ſhould ha“ made a ſwinging Politician if I had but a Memory. 

Wild. — Your large ear and wry noſe always ſignifie thought, Sit Mater. 
Sir Walt, —For thinks Ito my ſelf, Love will root out love, and Compan 
often diverts Jealouſie; and if I could oblige ſome young and honeſt friend, 
who by pretending love to her, would amuſe her a little; I might proſperouſſy 
— 5 on my latrigue abroad, and ſhe be diverteq; and reſt very well ſatisfied 

at home. 

Wild. — So that you would expoſe your own Wife to the Addreſſes of ſome 
young Gallant, that you your ſelf might have liberty to Debauch another 
mans? 

Sir Walt. Ay I wou'd ſo; Is't not a good one? and may I never more 
warm me by thoſe fair eyes I fo adore, if this ſpring clearly from my own natu- 
ral wit, my own invention by this light ? Is't not an odd method? 

Wild. —Ay, the Devil take me, is it as ever I heard of, 

Sir Walt. — Well, after a great deal of conſultation whom to truſt in ſo 
weighty a buſineſs, I pitch'd upon Townly, but with a great deal of caution firſt ; 
for, Jack (ſays I) have a great care Jack of handling Caſes about my Wife that 
does not concern you: Ves, ſays Fack, demurely : (you know his way). And 
agen, ſaid I, Fack be ſure that you are not too forward in preſſing my Wives con- 
ſtitution beyond her fidelity; no, ſays Zack, agen with a great deal of inte- 
grity, before Gad. 

Wild. Is Townly a modeſt fellow , or does he only wheedle this fool ? 

Bened. — Modeſt! Pox on him, I knew a Surgeon that cur'd him of two Claps 
when he was at Cambridge. [Gratiana and Livia return, and wall over the Stage. 

Sir Walt, —Uds fo, here are the Ladies! I muſt wait on em home; Dear 
ſouls, you muſt pardon me, and have a little patience, I muſt be civil to the 
Ladies: he little thinks-the Captain's Lady here is the Perſon I adore fo 
much, [ Aſode. 

Wild. Sir, I have a Coach at the door, and ſhall need no Ceremony. 

Sir Walt. —Nay you ſhall be both Drunk long enough before night, I war- 
rant you: you know my humour, Ha, ha. [Exit with Ladies. 

Sir Walt, — Ay, enough of it to know thee for a damn'd Coxcomb. 

Wild. — And Cuckhold ; I hope by this time, or Townly's an Eunuch. 

Bened. —The Rogue is as conceited as a Dancing-Maſter z and though he be 


the Vulcan of ſenſe, yet thinks himſelf the Apollo of it. 


Wild. I have ever obſerv'd, *tis as impoſſible for an aſſected perſon to be 
a man of wit, as for a mercenary Bawd to turn honeſt, 


Zened. - Or 


- one of Oliver's 


— — — — — _ - — * 
Fened, —Or u g66d Poet to be Religious. * | 
Wild, — Tis ſo; but, prithee, what is that prinkd-up creature that went 
out with Livia juſt now ? 

Bened. —Oh 1 was about to tell thee before; She's my Lord Zofry's Daugh- 
ter, a rich Heireſs, Tom, and a vaſt fortune, and one that — lone to 
rail at men, as much as thou doſt at women: you two would make an excellent 
match; faith I'd have thee go and court her. | 

Wild. —1 would, if I thought my words could have influence enough upon 
her to make her hate her ſelf, 

Bened. What a ſtrange humour thou art of; becauſe one woman was falſe 
and jilred thee, is it infallible that the whole Sex are ſo ? 

Wild. —The whole Sex, by Heay'n (if you love em): beſides, the paffion 
it ſelf is fooliſh and unmanly : Love is the ſickneſs of the mind; a man has his 
Ague and Feaver both at once, and often deſpairs of remedy for either. 

Bened. — Thus like a fick man you think no Dyet good, becauſe your Sto- 
mach's naught : Well, I thank my Stars, the conſtitution differs with me; 1 
can diſtinguiſh the great Bleſſing of mans life, and in a ou zeal thank Pro- 
vidence ſor its bounty. Beautiful Women were ever my Tutelar and Guardian 
Angels, that give me an aſſurance of being ever happy in this world, and immor- 
tal in t'other. 

Wild. -A Coxcomb in t'other. 

Bened. —Prithee no more of this; a young brick fellow, newly an Heir tos, 
and Poſſeſſor of a plentiful Eſtate, whoſe good old Father was ſo gratefully civil, 
to dye orderly, and in good time, that thou might'ſt inherit, to ſtand at defi- 
ance with the only bleſſing of life, Women: Iam aſham'd of thee. 

Wild. —Twould be more advantage to thee to be aſham'd of thy Miſtreſs; 
for if thou art not jilted, I am miſtaken in her; Shel ſhew.thee a Wellh trick 
ſometime or other. 

Bened. Oh, Ile venture that: hark e, wilt thou go with me, and Ipeak ts 
this Lady ? 

Wild. She that went hence now. 

Bened. —Ay, I'd have thee rally her alittle. 

Wild. —Well Sir, lle give her a hearing, if ſhe be not too impertinent. 

Zened. Come on then, Ile introduce thee. 


/ 
Enter Swift. 
Wild. _How now! what noiſe is that below, firrha ? 
Swift. —Sir Barnaby Whigg, Sir, has been railing againſt his Nephew, Sir Wat- 
ter, for having net a Musquet in's houſe. 
Bened. — 7 is his name? Oh, I believe I know him, a huge fat fellow, 
nights. 


Wild. The ſame, and the moſt buſie, ſeditious Coxcomb alive, one that will 
be ſure to 2 he ſees the beſt Trump, but ever ſhuffle and cheat, if fortune 
be againft hi | 

Bened. — ln all turns of State, change his Opinion as eaſily as his Coat, and is 
DIVER ar py ERIOER * 
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nua. — 1 ney ot nis I ride Lay, tneirs is the Uhurch-Militant ;. but I ſay Mo- 
ney is both their God and King, and the greateſt Zealot amongſt them ſor the ſake 
of the Popes Golden Slipper, thall not only kiſs his Toe, but cat it, as the ſtory 
of the hungry Spaniel. 
Bened, If 1 miſtake not, this fellow. values himſelf extremely by playing on 


the Muſick. 


Wild. Oh yes, but the Town of late has us ' d. him ſo unkindly, that he has 
left it off, and now ſets up for a grand Politician. 
Enter Sir Barnaby Whigg. P 
Sir Barnab, A careleſs Villain - he ſhall not own the blood of the Whizgs that 


neglects his Countrey thus: ner a Muſquet a Rogue · in this Popiſh Age too, 


and but one Sword, nay, and in a family of ſixteen People upriſing and down- 
lying—a Dog—a Rafcal—but one Sword ? 

Wild. Now Sir Barnaby, pray why this anger? 

Sir Barn. —T here's reaſon for't, Sir, as times go: how does your good Fa- 
ther, or rather your good Mother, Mr. Wilding ? her zcal aid once fruttifie 
and increaſe, to my knowledge: Come, ſhe was a good Woman Son of a 
Whore, ne'r a Dagger neither, nor. a Caſe-knife ſharꝑ at end nor nothing — 
not ſo much as a Pen-knife ? a | 

Fe ned. — You ſeem diſturb'd, Sir, pray what news abroad? 

Sir Barn. — Only we are loſt, undone; that's all Sir; and (like ſaggots) the 
bands of zcal being broken, muſt fall budling to deſtrudion a Pox upon him, 
ner a. Muſquet? | 

Wild, How, to Deſtruction, Sir! 

Sir Barn, — Come, come, things go ill, Mr. Wilding, things go ill; you have 
not Bulk enough to bear State-matters, or elſe I could tell you in your ear that 
how do you rate this Beaver, good; Mr. —a — ? 

Wild. At a friends acceptance, Sir: have you a mind to't ? 

Sir Barn. — No, no, not | by no means, not I: the Hat's well made though: 
knew your Father long ago, Mr. Wilding ; he was always a free, generous ſoul 
indeed hut (betwixt you and I) would not be rul'd : he would ſtill be on the 
wrong ſide: Come, come, he lovd the King too well; had he not loy'd. the 
King, he had been a brave fellow. | 

Bened. —Otherwifec called a Raſcal. 

Sir Barn. — Come Sir, you are all miſ-fed, and will be all pickled ere long; 


can tell vou, that if our ſoul- ſaving Party do not ſettle the Nation, I ſay twill 


crack,'twill unhinge - whip you re gon, old Antichriſt will have your Lands and 
Badies, and the Devil your Souls. 

Wild. — Your ſoul; I hope, will be in no great danger however, Sir. 

Sir Barn. No, not mine, [never carry mige about me: mine's always inthe 
heart of the City — in Lambard ſtreet. | 

Bened. The Rogue has once in his life ſpoke truth. 

Wild. — RU Villain! but I have made an Obſervation, That Fana- 
ticifm latoxicates tike Wine, and has much therſ{ime effects: For as a true 
Drunkard.cannot keep a ſecret, but myſt make ſome diſcovery , ſo your true 


presbyter never talks of State-aMirs without a Tang of Treaſon. 


ea en.) * 


Sir Barn... 


Ak 


4 
| 


(12) | 
Sir Barn. —I was yeſterday with an Aſtrologer, a learned man, and ofie of. 
our Tribe, and (Lord bleſs us) he tells me we ſhall have a Famine. 
Bened. —A Famine! why, that's worſe to you than Damnation. 
Sir Barn. Tis ſo, as Gad ſave me, I ſwoon'd away twice at the very apprehen. 
ſion ont; and had not a Suppoſe brought me ſome comfort, on my Conſcience, 
had dyed : A Famine! Mercy on us; Come War, Peſtilence, Fire, Sword, 
any thing but that; the Gut-Plague is ſare more terrible than all thoſe ot 
(4 


— 


Bened. This Epicure I ſce never conſiders life any further than the plea- 
ſure of cating and drinking, 

Sir Barn, — Were matters carried well, we ſhould have none of this; no 
Meteors, nor Comets, nor Peſtilences, were not our fins Contagious z were 
faith and frugallity among us, no hungry Tuſcany-Stars would threaten neither: 
There's an Old aying, The Devil promiſes like a Merchant-man, but performs 
like a Man of War : *I'was not ſo in the bleſſed year of 48, to my knowledge 
I ſay no more—but—would | were at the Helm. | 

Wild. —S$o, Treaſon agen! you at the Helm! yes, of a Ship I would 
— wert, to be thrown off, and plung d to the bottom for a Mutinous 

raytor. . 

Si Barn. —Ha—what the loud Traytor to a man of my kidney? a Portly, 
Jolly, Fat man; a man of Faith and Belly: Away fool, tis your lean, your 
ſcraggy fellows that Plot miſchief; if the Pope himſelf had been a fat fellow, 
he had been honeſt. 

Bene, — Ves, as your Noble Anceftors the Suſſex Whiggs were, or that 
Curſed Crew your Brethren of the Amfterdem-houſe, that cool their Coffee 
_—_— Breath of Rebellion, and hourly damn themſelves by Whiſpering 

reaſon. 

Wild. —Come, Sirs, here's the Kings Health: Long live his Sacred Majeſty: 
kneel down, and caſt your Bonnet. | 

Sir Barn. —Not I Sir, you muſt ſpate me: I never kneel (not I) but to 
pray: beſides, I can drink no Healths, I am in a Milk. Dyet for the 'Scorvy. 

Wild. -—For the Pox I believe; Come Sir, it muſt be done, therefore un- 
cover, and kneel. 3+ : 

Sir Barn. —Sir, we never uncover, tis not our method; we never uſe agy 
Ceremony: with my Hat on Let him live - But | 

Bened. — Let him live—But— theſe are rare Raſcals. | * 

Wild. A word more of Reſuſal, and my Sword ſhall pare thar body of thine, 


Wild. — What! more muttering of Treafon ? your Council? . — 


(12) 


Wild. — Ha, ha; I knew there was no way to filence 


him but this: but ſee! here's Tack Townly coming with CEnter Townly 


Sir Walter's Wife: Come, faith tis uncivil. to hinder an , Millicent, 
Intrigue z prithee let's go. 

Bentd. —Tis almoſt time nowto viſit the Lady Lofty : I long to ſee you two 
rail a Courtſhip out. 

Wild. --V le be as good as my word, faith. LExeunt. 

Townly. — The Captain's Lady ſay you, Madam? 

Aillic. She Sir, the beautiful Livia. 

Townly. — What! in love with me? 

Millie. — I know not what you call in love; but, tomy knowledge, ſhe was 
laviſh in her Commendations of you juſt now in the Garden; ſigh'd and look*d 
pale if your name were mention'd: and theſe are ſigns of ſomething extra · 
ordinary. 

Townly. — Kind Chance: She's the perſon I love more than Health: But I 
muſt fiſt her further, this may be a trick. [Aſide 


'Tis a bleſſing, Madam, I am not ambitious of, fince che 


To Millicent. charms of your Wit, Beauty, and Converſatien, are to me all 
that can be extraordinary. 


Millic, — Mine! Sir, you have but an ill ſtomach if you can ſubſiſt with the 


thin dyet I can afford you: I am of a Volatile temper, and only admit of this 
Gallantry of yours for the ſake of. the mirth it brings with it: but the ay 
tain's Lady has a paſſion for you, languiſhes, loves you; therefore if you would 
ſhare in my applauſe, go inſtantly, and Addreſs to her: A young Gallant: 
ſhou'd (like a Tow'ring Falcon) fly at all games: I hate a dull; ſneaking, con- 
ſtant, tireſome fellow, that pins himſelf to one Ladies train, and will ſpend 14 
long hours in E the Dew on her under- lip, or the colour of her ſhqo- 
is 


ſtrings, whilſt 
hang d. 


ang d 
Tywnly, —What a Devil does ſhe mean by this? S death I was never ſo 
puzzl! d in life. ; [ Aſide. 
_ Allis. — In a word Sir; if you would purchaſe my good opinion, go and 
= this Lady: Come, I command you to do it: perhaps I have ſome reaſon 
or't. | 


Townly. — Nay, you know, Madam, I want power to deny any Commands. 


from you; Let me conſider a little. 


Millic, — So, it hegins to take, and by this means I ſhall get my Hosband a. 
Rival, too handlome, not to be beloy'd as well as he. Whether Livia loves 


Townly, or no, I knaw not: Conmend him ſhe did, and that may in time in- 
duce —— Well Sir, have you thought? 


Townly. —I have, Madam, and for your ſake wilt Addreſs to her: I will ſtorm 


her ears with a peal of Rhetotick : accoft het with a number of whining, amo- 
rous pliraſes. no wp 1? e | 


Aillie. And al yes: Wen Ar, ſhe's now at the Lady . 585: Ls and 


get your Coach xcady, and about half an hour henee Te meet you 


| [Exit Millicent. 
, i | T ownly.. 


. 6 5 


—— — — — 2 — 


the while curſing her company, and heartily wiſhes him 
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Townly. —Of all Intrigues that ever I knew, this is the moſt quaint and 
pleaſant : Here o one fide is a fantaſtick husband, that courts me — court his 
wife : On the other fide, his wife commands me to addreſs to another Lady, 
and (luckily) to the very perſon I love equal to my foul ; Gad I think Pme a 
happy fellow : what ſhe deſigns by engaging me thus, I know not, but am te- 
Cold to proceed for the ſweet ſake of variety. One, Lam ioform'd, loves me, 
and therefore muſt be courted ;. and the other is not inexorable, but may be 
courted. 


And where two Beauty's in compliance move, 6 20 
The Devil's in that man that pines for Leave. Exit, 


A cr H. Senn 


Enter Sir Walter, Gratiana «ud Livia. 


Grat, — —— ſo happy to tell ye your trouble is at an end; I am 
at home. | | 

Sir Wale, — Wou'd my wits were at home too, that I might make a decent 
repartee—your Servant, Madam, tis no trouble. 

Livia — Your Ladyſhip has a very — apartment here, Madam. 

Grat. —Small, but convenient, yet ſhall henceforth have a greater ſhare in 
my Eſteem, becauſe you like it, Madam. : 220 | | 

Sir Walt. — A Plaguy ſharp-witted creature, this, Gad, Pine almoſt afraid to 
ſpeak to her, ſhe always runs one down ſo confoundedly, - ref 

Livia. — Your Ladyſhip does me too much honour. 

Sir Walt, —For- my part, I hate a Lodging next the ſtreet; the Coaches 
keeps ſuch a perpetual Ratling, one had as good live-in a- Mill. | 

Grat, Il think theſe are private enough, Sir: u 2228 

Sir Walt. —Private as Virgins thoughts, Madam. -— Ah, this would be u 
rere place for-my humovr. ' | | ' 

Gra. —What's that, Sir, to game in? We 

Sir Walt. — No, to be Drunk in, Madam; that's my humour; tis the Talent 
of all the Wiſeacres ; our family has been famous for'r above this Five hundred 


ears. iN. 5 
F Grat. I think you give a bottle, Sir, for the Creſt of your Coat. 
Sir Wile, —No, Madam, we give no Bottles, we drink off alt the Bottles . 
we give the Cap of Fortune for our Creſt. 
Grat. — Otherwiſe called the Fools Cap. Aſide. 
Sit Walt: —Sir Follynoſe Wiſcacre, my Great Grandfather, Madam, was the 
eſt man that bort t; and my Father Sir Toby Wiſtacre being a Favourite at 
Court, got it adorned with three Golden Bells in humour and imitation of the 
Ciry-Cap of Maintenance. 8 wo, 
A a- How 


— 
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rm. How I hate this Fop, that has nothing but dull Repartee, and verited 
in defiance of Wit and good Language. Madam, when the Gentleman's tory 
is ended, I ſhall expect you in the Garden, [Exit Grat. 


Sit Walk, —What awhimſical creature is this—She's-never two minutes in 


a humour. | 

Livia. —She's always uneaſie, Sir, in mens company. 

Sir Walt. What, not love a man! Alas poor Animal,ſhe's miſerable enough, 
faith—Not love a man! why ſhe loſes the only bleſſing of her Creation. 

Livia. Rather ſay ſhe reaps the only bleſſing, for Love in this age is as 
much ſophiſticated as Wine, and I think has as malignant effects. 

Sir Walt. — Madam, the Wine 1 drink your Health in, is always unſophi- 


ſticated, and ſo is the Love | bear you; I am compounded, Madam, of no- 


thing but Love and Wine; my heart is a meer Bunch of Grapes, from whenee 
you may prels the firſt running, luſcious Juice, together with the true ſpirit 
of affection unpalPd, or uncorrupted. K 

Livia. — There is nothing mote corrupted than the love that Wine creates; 


therefore tis impoſſible you ſhould love well, that are ſo grand a profeſſor in 


drinking. | . 

Sir Wal — Oh the better for't, for you muſt know, Madam, Pme a ſneak: 
ing dog when Pmeſober-—— but L make Love like a Turk when I'me drunk, 

Livia. —Like a Turk indeed, for nothing but a Seraglis of women can then 
ſerye your turn; and if j am not miſtaken, your Lady has Jealouſic enough to 
reſent ſuch actions. | FOE 1 

Sir Walt, —Nay, Gad, a Country-Copes, that hes married a Player, cannot 
be more jealous; that's the truth on't: but I care not this ſor't; I laugh at it, 
faith, and that ſo mads her: beſides, I have now laid a ſnare for het: I ſet Fack 
Townly to court her, that ſne may have the leſs leiſure to diſturb my paſſion for 
you: Did you praiſe him to her this afternoon, as I deſired you, Madam; 

—_— Extremely Sir, and leſt um alone in her Cloſet, Ha, ſee yonder 

they come. | 

Sir Walt. — Ay, tis fo, I ſee the Rogue Townly follows my inſtructions: Well, 
adieu dear Madam, ſhe muſt not ſee us together; what, ſo familiar already 
Gad my deſign goes vn rarely. | _ LEt. 

Livia. — Though the Love I had for this fool is vaniſht, yet I am reſolved 
to comply with him a little, if it be only to revenge my ſelf on his Wife for 
being jealous of me: here ſhe comes. 


Enter Townly and Millicent. 


Mil. Always thus xetired, Madam, and melancholy: ; ſure this folitude 
muſt needs be prejudicial to your health; nay, and not only to your ſelf, but me, 
and all your friends, that loſe the pleaſure of your company: Come, I have in- 
gag d Mr. T. here to wait on ye, handſome Mr. Townly: one ] aſſure you, 
that is the agreeable, moſt abliging,: and beſt company of any man in 
Town, I igt Log menu tn: ud aobluy 221 we ban: en, — 
Townly. —Vour Servant, Madam, I hope your Ladyſhip will prove this to her, 
for my part I am dumb, | Livia. 


— 
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Livia. -I know the Gentleman too well, Madam, to be ignorant of tris per- 
fetions ; I know he diſcourſes Elegantly, Dances finely; _ his carriage is. 
ry | eaſie and courtly, beſides a moſt excellent quality he has in Singing. 

it. Townly. — So, ſhe has found out a quality for me that I never knew in my 

in ſelf, faith, that's Singing, for the Devil of any thing I can ſing but the Ballad of 

' | Fobn Dory: and oh the wretched damn'd Sham-plot, c&c. al 

Mill. —Pray obſerve, Madam, what a delicate ſhape he has; what an attra- 
ctive languiſhing; and then the prettieſt leg and foot -O V but tis in 
vais for me to praiſe him. . [4pare to ber. 

Livia. — Tis as Sir Walter inferr'd, ſhe does love him; * and then, Ald 
look Madam, he has the fineſt moulded face, the moſt taking features 9 
and graces ; and each limb ahout his perſon ſo particularly graceful, that were 
I a woman of that brisk, free humour ta entertain a Gallant—ſweet Mr. Townly 
ſhould be the man I would prefer before the world. 

7 Ai. Her freeneſs in his Commendations declares her love to him: and 

thus far my deſigns has happy ſucceſs. [_ Aſide. 
Tony. — Though | wasnot ſo happy as to hear the laſt of your Diſcourſe, 
Ladies ; yet, faith, I gueſs 'twas all in praiſe of me; for tis a vanity natural to 
us men, that when any onę is commended. by the Company, whatever whiſper 
ariſes afterwards, is imagined to be only a purſuance of the firſt applauſe , and 
therefore it is requiſite | make ſome return Hum hum | 
4 Livia. Come Sir, begin, then weil ſtand ye fairly... 

Tony. —Firſt for you then, Madam, you Eyes are the glittering Deities 
that command all hearts — And your Skin — ſmoother than Ye- To Livia. 
nus Doves, and white as — you, Madam, have a Len. 
voice ſo raviſhing ſweet, that Angels peeping down. to liſten to : 
it, would think the Muſick of their Gn Mons ang then each LT Millic. 
7: feature has ſo much of Divinity in't: oh Heaven ! And for your part, Madam, na- 
ture out did her ſelf when Me fram d you, your Face is the Epitome 22 
of Elit ium a delicate ſore- head, high, ſmooth; and white; a little N 
ſtraight nole, a breath Roly and refreſhing; a pretty, ruddy, ſoft, round, dewy, 
melting under lip; and ſuch a hand, fo white, fo plump, fo. little, and the fin- 
gers ſo round, long, ſtraight, and ſmall - d' death, ſuch a ſight has power to 
make a man or fouricore chatter, and frisk about the room like an over-grown: 
Mankey. 
4 Mill. and Livia. — —— Hi, ha, ha. 
Tun. —For your ſake, Madam, [ro Mill. J I could ſacrifice my own life, 
and for you, Madam, [to Livia] another mans; ſhould you be offended with. 
me, [to Mill. J I ſhould hang my ſelf, or ſtab my ſelſ, or poyſon, or. drown my 
ſelf; and ſhould you, Madam, [ro Livia] 1 ſhould hang, ſtab, poy ſon, and drown 
my ſelf altogether. 

Livia. — And ſhe muſt be a very unreaſonable- perſon that expects more: 
but, Sir, in return of your Gallantry. 

T.ownly. No returns, I befeech you, Madam; nay, faith, take a little pity-on 
me now, you ſee I am out of breath: beſides, to deal faithfully wieh ve, the. 
weights of my Mits are all run down, and the Glock, by conſequence muſt awhile. 
ſtand ſtill, | Mill. — 5. 
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Mill. =$9,—now they are ingaged Ile trait away, and cunningly, by ſome 
means or other, inform my husband of her treachery to him, and love to this new 
Riyal. [Exit. 

Livia. —'Tis a 6gn youſpoke on an unpleaſing ſubject, you elfe doubtleſs 
could have held out longer. * 

Townly. — Rather, Madam the greatneſs of the Theme diſabled me only 
through a modeſt apprehenſion of my defect in expreſſions, when they ſhould 
be fo divinely employed. 

Livia. — What, is my Lady gone? 

Tewnly. - hope ſo, faith; ſhe's a very well-bred perſon, and I fee under- 


ſtands manners: And now, Madam, behold at your feet a man that loves you | 


more than his immortal part, his ſoul. 

Livia. —Nay, if Railery come to love once, the jeſt is gone. | 

Townly. —My Lady Millicent did me the honour to inform me of ſome ex- 
preſſions of yours in fayour of me; each ſyllable of which is engraven in my 
heart; nay, the very thought of it has tranſported me ever fince. 

Livia. — My Lady Xllicent inform him. What ſhould this mean? Com- 


mend him, 'tis true, I did, but *twas more on her account than my own; and 


why ſhe ſhould let him know it, is to me a wonder. 

Townly. — Releaſe your Martyr from the Rack, dear Madam, and pronounce 
him happy. he 

Livia. Are you really then ſo miſerable a creature as to love me? N 

Townly. —Love Jes Madam, I do moft infinitely, but can never be miſerable, 
becauſe tis impoſſible you can ever be cruel. 

Livia. Dee believe ſo? : 

Townly. —Ay, and have all the reaſon in the world for't, faith; you can 
no more be unnaturafly rigoreus to a young Lover, than you can 2 
dote upon an old Husband. 

Livia. A very fine, fweet-natur'd opinion you have of me, Sir. 

Townly. —Gad I think ſo, 

Livia. —That to expel all unnatural cruelty, would oblige me to Cuckold 
my Husband by the way of Jeſt. 

Townly. No, faith, I meant by the way of Earneſt ; I hate Jeſting mortally 
in ſuch caſes. 


Livia. —And are not you a leud fellow for this=a damnable leud fellow ? 


Come, ſpeak. . 


f 
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Townly. — Why, faith, I am ſo ſo—indifferent ; we are all mortal, Madam, 


and ſubſect to frailties; but I have this comfort, Gad, I fin brave and nobly; 
and like a generous Robber, if I do venture damning, tis for a prize of value: 
Pox, I hate a ſneaking Crime, it gets a man no credit. 

Lia. —An agreeable fellow this is; and if Afilicent had known the real 
worth of the Jewel ſhe Ironically commended, I queſtion whether I ſhould have 
had the firſt refuſal. 

Townly. —I wait your doom, Madam, in a cold fweat, Mercy, I beſeech 


8 : 
Livia, If I ſhould take you into grace now, ant} prorent the approaching 
- Ague 


n) 
Ague and Feaver, are you ſure you could be moſt 
Townly. — Stedfaſt as a Rock, 


paſſionately conſtant. 
am, fixt firm, not to — 111 
Livia. — And will you ſay your Prayers every Morning and Evening, and 
thank Heaven for the timely bleſſing ? 
_ — Ay, upon my Soul will I, with more zeal than ever pray'd in my 


Livia. — Well, let me ſee you in the Park this evening, and then a Miſtreſs, 
or no Miſtreſs, a match, or no match; you ſhall know my mind, mum, — not a 
word —yours—bow and make your Exit : very well. CE wat Livia. 

Townly. — So, I find I muſt bend my neck to the yoke, if I intend to plough 
in the Soyl, for ſhe means to uſe me as the Tarki/b Princeſſes do the B; 
firſt make theln their ſlaves, that they may afterwards be fit to be their husbands: 
but come what will, Love is my Captain, and I muſt forward now. 


* Enter Benedick. 


m_ — What, Fack, art thou miſſing when there is ſuch excellent ſport 
onder: 
F T ownly.. — What ſport, prithee ? 

Bened. —Betwixt Wilding and my Lady Cratiana; he has fo teiz'd her yen- 
der in the Garden, and there has been ſuch bitter Jeſts between *um, that now 
ſhe has quitt ed the place: Hark ! | believe here they come; prithee obſerve 
*um a little, I am now in purſuit of my little Welſb Miſtreſs, or I would keep 
thee company. Ext. 

Townly. —The Scene muſt be pleaſant,for he rails as much againſt Women, as 
the greateſt Men: but I have no time to throw away at preſent, LExit. 


Enter Gratiana, follow d by Wilding, 


Grat. As there no place free from impertinence ? I'me reſoly'd Ple change 
my Lodgings to morrow ; Ile rather exclude my ſelf from all ſociety, than be 
thus tormented. 

Wild — Modeſt ſenſe is ever thus ſlighted tis the noiſie follies that are 
receiv'd, and take with your true women : Nay, there's ſo much indignity in 
ye, that ye are often deſtitute of common civility; and againſt all rules of breed- 
ing, ſhun a perſon that only makes ye an innocent viſit. 

Grat. — A Fop, like a mad dog, ſhou'd ever be ſhun'd, there's danger and in- 
fection in his company. 

Wild. — A Fop! I fee your —— fancy — extremely; I beſeech 
you, how long have you and your ſex d fo much wit. 

Grat. Ever ſince you and yours loſt it: what think you, Sir? does it not 
become me rarely ? 

Wild. Faith, no, tis not ſeeg enough; you ſhould ſpot your face with it, in- 
ſtead of your patches, if you would have it diſcerned. 

Gr. I thank ye, and fol ſhould have you and your humourous brother 
Coxcombs continually buzzing about me to pick um off again, 

D Wild, 
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Wild. If we were upon any Treacherous deſign, I confeſs we might have 
occaſion; for a womans wit, like a Lawyers, is never confiderable, but when 
abſolutely bent ta do miſchief. | 

Grat. —Then there's ſome applauſe due to us however: But I ſwear tis 
otherwiſe with you men, for you ever commit miſchief without wit. 

Wild. —To our ſelves indeed, when we can be ſo weak to admire a piece 
of white point, a varniſht skin, and a corrupted heart; that indeed is milchief 
without wit. 

Grat. — And yet have ſeen a perſon that has ſet up for a wit, wear his 
ſtockins out with kneeling, and kifs the dirty Glove of a tawdry creature in the 
18 penny Gallery, though the Owl had a charming wife of his own, whoſe for- 
tune a week before purchas'd him a Barony. _ 

Wild. —Nay, *tis true, the Devil has power over us ſometimes ; but if ever 
I loſe more blood in loving of a woman, than I can get again with drinking a 
bottle, Ple give him leave to execute the worſt of his malice, and make me the 
firſt example. 

Grat. A dear bleſſing to women, for none ſure can be ſorry when a diſ- 
eaſe leaves her. 

Wild, — Pretty indifference! d's death, do not I know you cannot ſubſiſt 
without us? you would all dye like cramb'd chickens of the Pip, were it not for 
ns men. 

Grat. You wou'd not only dye, but be damned, were it not for us wo- 
men. LPaſſionately. 

Wild. No, we ſhould be as free as Air, our boſoms calm, ſerene, and — 
ſturbꝰ d, as Infants ſleep, or peaceful Innocence. Ah, 'tis the life of Angels, the 
only happy eſtate ; a woman, Gad, is the unneceſſary Parentheſis of Nature. 

Grat. —And a man without that woman is a filly Cypher: Mark me, Sir, a 
Cypher ! that perhaps, when a material figure is added, may make a conſidera: 
ble ſum ; but alone is ſtill a cypher, and ſignifies juſt nothing. [_Ex:r Smiling. 

Wild. —So, I have got much by railing—very much: If I could have been 
worded to death, I had, ere this, been paſt the help of Doctors. How now! 
who have we here? what, my old Spunge of Rebellion! is he unſhakled ſtill ? 


Emer Sir Barnaby. 


Sir Barn, —Oh, Sir, have I found you you are one of thoſe that believe 
nothing— you fear no harm, not you; you are of the Tory-party, let the peo- 
ple be hang'd, you care not—the Nation is ſecure, you ſay: but, come Sir, I 
ſhall undeceive ye oh impious Age, I ſhall convince you, Sir, hal. 

Wild. —Thy Ravens voice perhaps may bode ill fortune, but as yet I know 
gone: Come, what's the matter now? | 

Sir Barn, — Matter! rare matter—why, we are ridden, ſpur-gail'd, JayP'd ; 
the Turk, the French, the Moors, nay the very Devil will have us: Oh that ever 
the Noble family of the Whiggs ſhould live to ſee this day— we are beſet, the Ene- 


my is coming and yet we are aſleep : we are ſurrounded, and ſhall be con- 
founded: ah (Gads woons) (forgive me for ſwearing) it was not ſo in Gon 


time. 


© Wild, —»Tis 
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Wild. —No, your villanous deſigns then kept you waking. 
Sir Bars. > Theſe wicked times keep us —— the wiſe fraternity, 
together with my ſelf, as boldly, as pithy and politickly have now given our ad- 
vice; but I fear in vain—no fatisfaRion, no return; no, though I have pen'd it 
my ſelf, and were 1 rightly rewarded, deſerve 

Wild. —To be hang'd - for an audacious and impudent Libeller—what you, 
forlooth, are griev'd, and yet not for your ſelf, but for the Nation? why, how 
dareſt thou judg of Government? though of no more brain or birth than the Calf 
of the Shambles , yet you would be a States-man; and if each paſſage ſuit not 
with your judgment, the times go ill; all's loſt, you'l mutiny ; a ſneaking, ſtig- 
matized, accurſed crew, drawn lean by vice, or like thee ſwoln and bloated. 

dir Barn. I bloated! what, becauſe—1 am plump, plump, a man of kidney, 
or ſo—l bloated. 

Wild. — Villains, that can rail at Monarchs, and not bluſh, upbraid him by 
whoſe Clemency you live, that fearleſs lets you indulge your horrid Treaſons, 
nouriſh the muſty ſeeds of Old Rebellion, to ſure a guard is Sacred Royaf 
Vertue ; ye ſouleſs Inſects, ye rotten ſheep, that firſt your ſelves, and then 
inſect a Nation. 

dir Barn. Have you done yet? I think the Devil's in the fellow, he'l give 
no man leave to rail but himſelf : Sir, you talk largely, you do Sir; and let me 
tell you, though | am fat, I dare fight, Sir, —l can foyl as good a George-4- 
Green as your ſelf: but more of that as occaſion ſhall permit; and to let you ſee 
you do only chatter Magpye-like, without thinking, there's the Paper with 
all the Wiſe mens hands too't—Now read, and then judge; the wit and method 
I compos'd my elf. 

Wild. — Wit-why thou double Traytor, dar'ſt thou aſſaſſinate that too 
thou contrary to Wir as Loyalty. 

Sir Barn. —Have Ino wit? what! and have fin'd for Alderman ; that's fine 
indeed Come, read Sir, we ſhall have the note changed preſently. 

Wild. —A. plague on your Wit and Method; here's not a line but tends to 
Villany. 

Sir Horn, Sir, I ſhall not be aſhamed to own it; there's no man there that 
will hide his face upon occaſion. 

Wild. To tir up Rebellion, and wound the boſom of his Country. 


Enter the Captain, 


Capt. —The beſt ſport, the beſt voyage ſure that ever man had. 

Wild. — Oh, here's the Captain now to be another ſpeRator ! 

Sir Barn. If he be a wiſe Captain, he will be of our ſide. 

Capt. — Mr. Wilding —Sir Barnaby, prithee old Boy tack about to Wind- 
ward, and harkea to me: Sailing a hunting this morning, we had not Cruzed 
above a League or two, but we found a Hare a-ground. 

Sir Barn. —Tell not me of Hares, Sir, —if you had hunted a Biſhop out of 
the Nation, I ſhoul&have ſaid ſomething Yee. | 


inners though to hear him out, Sir favour. 
D 2 le Sir Barn. 
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Sir Barn. — Hear him you may, but tis impoſſible to underſtand him; ſor he 
ſtuffs a tory ſo full of Sea · terms, the Devil himſelf can't tell what he means. 

Capt. —Sir, may I never enter the Straits mouth agen, if it was not the beſt 
ſport that ever man ſaw : Oones he's for nothing, not he, but railing at Govern- 
ment, and cheating the People. 

Wild. —Right, nor will have any reward but hanging : Come, pray Sir, 
let me hear it, I love itz you have been a hunting, you ſay. 

Capt. —I Sir! and as I was ſaying we had not Cruzed above a League or two, 
but we found a Hare a- ground. 

Mild. —A Hare! ſo, Sir. 

Capt. —Finding her thus, we preſently turned her a- drift; and then ſhe 
ſtood off, and the Dogs ſtood after, and we ſtood after the Dogs; Welt Sou- 
Weſt, Tail and End. 

Sir Barn. Weſt, Sou- Weſt, the Sea-Calf thinks he's on Ship-board. 

Capt. After this, Sir, the Hare luff*t, and the Dogs weatherd her agen; 
and then a ſtiff. gale blowing, ſhe bore ſwiftly round us, and we went after 
large Top. ſails a trip, though one of our hearts of Gold making a ſhot at her, 


rak'd her fore and aft; then, Sir, ſpringing a Leak, ſhe bore down to the hedge; 


and there powdering in, we all boarded her : but, as the Devil would have it, 
my horſe running {wiftly a-head, Gads bud, I tumbled over-board. 
Wild. —I&, ha, ha. 
Sir Barn. —Did not I tell thee what a Tarpawlin-ſtory we ſhould have? 
Wild. —Tis better than your-ſcrowl here, however, and has more ſenſe 
"OY [Tears the paper. 
Capt. —Senſe ! why, does this Tun of mouldy Garbadg pretend to ſenle ? 


Harkee, Guts, dareſt thou drink a Gallon, the Kings Health; Load the great 


Cannon, or ungrapple a Fire-Ship ? if not, thou'rt a Raſcal, and draw. 

Sir Barn, —Well, Sir, when | have drunk a Gallon, I can draw. 

Capt. — Would I had thee a Ship-board to excuſe the boys penance, and be 
lickt for a freſh wind : what a ſtirs here with Religion ! Come, if you are that 


godly perſon you lay, ye are to follow me, and make one at a Bowl of Punch; 
find Lime-Juyce and Brandy. 


Sir Barn. Not I Sir, I hate all Heathen Liquors. 
Capt. Then if thou lov'ſt Chriſtian Clarer, come ſup with me; I make a 


Collation to night, and invite my friends ; and in plain terms, if you'l come, 


you ſhall be welcome. 
Sir Barn, — What, my Club I warrant : well, for their ſakes I may chance to 


viſit you ; and ſo farewell. 


Wild. le go too; but upon another deſign ; Sir, Ile wait on you. LExit. 


Enter Benedick and Winifrid.. 


Bened. — One pretty ſmile. will-recover all yet: come, I know. this is but 
feign'd, thou art too well bred to be ill natur d. | 


Winif. —Upon my Souls —her is well, . and cauti- 
0 lyes and ſrau- 


ons of being cozen d: look you, Shent lemens have | 
dulences 
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dulences now a- days, and cheats poor Maids out of honour and virginities: 
pleſs us all. 

Bened. By Heaven he has not a grain of human nature in him that could 
wrong thee; believe me, and be grateful : by this dear hand ] love ye like my 
ſoul. * 

Winif. — Like your Souls Ay, that is fine faleity and equivocations: Look 
ye now, for you, Shentlemens, always loves your peddies petter than your own 
ſouls, a thouſand times. 

Bened. I would ſacrifice my body for a kind look from thee. 

inf. —I heard a Lords once ſay ſo much to a pegger-wench, I vow. 

Bened. — Imagine ſome Action that may be. meritorious, and then lay your 
Commands upon me. ey 

Winif, — Her cannot commands, look you: Winny's hearts and poſoms is too 
ſoft and tender to uſe Exerciſes of Diſcipline: Will her make Poſitions and 
Oaths, that her can be moſt confoundedly conſtant. ——— 

Rened. —+ Moſt .zealoutly, | 

Winif. — And will her weep, and ſigh, and languiſh, and kneels at her feets 
one, three, four and twenty hours to wheedle her ſelf into ber paſſionate affes 
Qion and good crates. 

Bened. —Vle ſigh enough io raite a Storm at Sea, and weep another de- 
uge. | £27. 
— pray vou of all Loves then, weep now, for there is nothing in the 
creat 'orld that mollifies Nanm s hearts and bowels, - ſo much as tears and weep- 
ing.—-l pray you, Sir, begin: now weep, I beſeech you weep. | 

Bened. — Now am I ſuch a dry. Dog, I cannot ſqueeze à drop out to ſave my 
life —Pox onꝰt, | have forgot my Onion too. 

Winif. In her own Country, that is, cood Montgamnrey-ſbire; the Lovers will 
-whine, and houl, look you, and make ferry ugly faces for wholedays togethes: 
Come, let me ſee, do's her weep ? 2 

Bened. I muſt do ſomething; I beſeech ye, Madam, do not make me too 
much unman my ſelf. [ Happling cur. 

Winif. — Upon my ſoul here is waters upon her cheeks: that's true, this is 
no diſſunulation; ferry good, ferry good: . weep. on; I pray you, till night, but 
be ſure come not from your knees, it will be preparations for Love and Paſſion: 
look you, and then her will viſit you again, and pleſs you with ſome brave conſo- 
lation and advices : Ha; ha, ha. [ Exit, 

Bened. Conſolations and advices death, this Jilt plays upon me; I find it 
now , but, Gad, Ple after her, and tell her my mind more plainly—for I ſee 
there's nothing to be done by fair means with any of that Country. 


SCENE 
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SOmů NE II. 


Enter Townly and Livia. 


Townly. T His is the ſtrangeſt adventure, Madam, that ever ſurpriz'd a Lover: 
Are you the charming perſon that Sir Walter adores ? 

Livia. He tells me fo, Sir, and for whoſe ſake he has ingag d you to ad- 
drels to his wife. | 

Townly, Why, faith, I muſt needs ſay he has been very civil to me in that 
point: But I am ſo much a man of honour, I never deſert the perſon that has 
firſt ingaged me: I never change parties — not l. 1 

Livia. Not if you have the odds of your fide, I believe, Sir; and yet a 
Command from my Lady Aillicent would make you venture hard. 

Townly. A {mile from you would make me venture much more; I know not 
what influence ſhe may have upon me: but heaven keep you in a loving humour, 
or l'm afraid I ſhall never dye decently in my bed: Ten to one I ſhall ſwing to 
th' other World with a filkea ſtring of your colours. 

Livia — And what a pitiful object will that be to the female ſpeator— to 
ſee ſo proper a man, and fo conſtant a Lover, hang dangling like a Pup;y out at a 
Garret-window. £ 

Townly. — Gad it will be a moſt diſmal, melancholy fight, that's the truth 
— 5 a for you to be attainted of Homicide — how can you hope to be 

* | | 

Livis. —By pleading not guilty, Sir ; for if the Devil and you fall out about 
the purchaſe—and you happen to be ſuſpended by the by how do's this con- 
cern me? am I culpable ?—But, come — to prevent effuſion of Chriſtian Lovers 
blood—fos once I will be merciful. | i N 

Townly. — Ah bleſſing, and ten thouſand Joys, and tranſports on thy heart 


for't ad it came _ ſeaſonably, for I was juſt a falling into a {wound for 


fear of a repulſe, I was ſeeking out for the Bottle of Xfirabilis e but now all my 
diſorders vaniſh, and this heavenly Cordial retrieves my diſſipated ſpirits, and 
makes me all over Extaſie. [Kiſſes ber hand. 


Emer Sir Walter. 


Sir Walt, —My Wifes words have vext me, tis true, but ſhe ſpeaks no- 
thing but the effects of Jealouſie. 
Tony. —Confuſion ! what ſhall I do now? a bottle of Afirabilis would 
de very neceſſary in this juncture, whatever *twas in t' other. 
Sir Walt, — What's this I ſee ? As I'm a true Son of Jacchus, here they 15 
he 


(23) 
he kneeling and kiſſing her hand: here's fine work; I'm bob'd—down-right 


bob'd, fool d, made a Chouſe—a double Cuckold, as Gad fave me: Nay, nay, ' 


do not leave him, Madam,—the Son of a Whore, your Gallant, there—has more 
ta ſay to ye yet: More, more, much more. [She flings away, and Exit. 

Townly. I have a thought ſprung up however, and I hope twill proſper. 

Sir Walt, —Your ſervant, Sir, —Pray, with ſubmiſſion to ye, give me leave to 
ask ye a queſtion: Are not you à Raſcal, Sir? Ha 

Townly. —A Raſcal, Sir ! 

Sir Walt. — Ay, a Raſcal, a Traytor, a Villain, any thing; nay, I ſhall come 
home to ye, if you provoke me. 

Townly, —Pray hold, Sir. 

Sir Walt. —Sir, I ſhall not hold, Sir, I am mad, and I will fight; you have 
wrong'd me and abus'd your friend; an, now I think on't, I will beat you 
damnably: — And, now41 think on't again, | will conſider firſt Ah, moſt abomi- 
nable Varlet what, two at once: Come, come, prepare. | 

Townly. —Prepare! for what, Sir? 

Sir Walt. —To be kill'd, Sir, 'only co be diſſected, anatomized like a Chiche- 
fter Cock-Lobſter, or fo ; that's all. — 

Townly. - All in the Devils name: But pray, Sir, do but hear me ſpeak. 

Sir Walt. - No, Sir, not till I've -43t your throat, Sir; tis not my way; when 
I have done that, you may have the priviledge to ſpeak what you pleaſe. 10 

Townly. —Nay if you are ſo reſolute, I muſt not dye defenceleſs: Come, — 
come on, Sir. | 

Sir Walt. Come on, Sir, come you on, Sir ;—what a Pox, ſure I underſtand 
what I have to do: — But hark you, 7ack, to argue coolly now upon this mat - 
ter: Come, put up; Was I fo obliging to cauſe an intimacy betwixt thee and 
the wife of my own boſome ? and would'ſt thou affront me and her ſo much, nay 
be ſo ungtateful ſo falſe, fo treacherous, to deſert her, and feck to corrupt my 
Miſtreſs? 

Townly. —Your Miſtreſs ! 

Sir Walt. — Ay, Sir, my Miſtreſs, the Idol of my ſoul, the Cordial of my heart, 
the Light of my eyes: My Miſtreſs ! what a Pox, do you queſtion that? Came, 
draw, Sir, draw. 

Townly. - Well, Sir, you ſee I dare draw; but aſſure your ſelf, I was igno- 
rant of your being concerned here; and my buſineſs with her, was only an hum» 
ble ſuit, that ſhe would do me what goo offices ſhe could in commending me 
to your Wife. e, 

Sir Walt. — And was that all, faith? What a Dog am I now to abuſe ſo honeſt 
a fellow, Come, put up agen: But was that all, faith, ſwear, bounce out a 
{winger by way of confirmation. i 

Townly. — By the God of Love, and the more Celeſtial Beauty of that Divine 
Creature, your Wife -I ſwear. Pray Heaven this lye dom t choak me. L Aſide. 

Sir Walt. Why, look now—what a Dog am I— Decd Fack I beg thy par- 
don: | am fomewhat haſty. But I only make an offer, or fo ;—1 would not 
have fought with thee for all iny jeſting. 

Townly. —I do believe thee, I ith, 


. 
— 
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Enter Millicent. 


Al. — Either my ears deceiv'd me, or I heard my husbands voice —Ha, 
*ris fo, yonder he is, and Townly familiarly talking with him; nay, then I ſee 
my Plot has taken little effect I le ſtand aſide and liſten. 

Sir Walt, —To morrow, Tack, Pm oblig'd to wait oa my Miſtreſs, there- 
fore be very careful in addreſſing to my Wife. 

Donny. - Well, Sir, ſince you'will have it ſfo.—— 

A, —His Miſtreſs rare Gentlemen. 

Sir Walt, —Ple vow the Domeſtick Animal at home is grown ſo jealous of 
late, there's no enduring her. 

Townly. Tis pity, Sir, ſhe has that fault; ſhe's very handſome. 

Sir Walt. -I, were ſhe but another mans wife, ſhe were a — ; but the 
Devil's in't, ſhe's mine: F, ſhe's mine; I'm fed up with an everlaſting diſh 
of Mutton ; yeſterday ſhe was Mutton, to day ſhe's Mutton, and to morrow 
ſhe will be Mutton; and for a man to feed eternally upon Mutton, —a Pox on't, 
tis unreaſonable. 

Townly. —Sir, though ſhe be Mutton to you, ſhe's Veniſon to another man ; 
every look from her is a delicious banquet; and a man muſt, as you ſay, be her 
husband to be cloyed with it. | 

Sir Walt. —Come, we ſhall find her at the Maſquerades to night; then, 
dear Rogue, do but wheedle her finely, and thou wilt oblige me for ever. 

Townly. —If I fail, let me be an Eunuch; ſo I think I'm a lucky fellow. 


Enter Millicent. 


Mill. ls it for this then I have been ſo conſtant? for this have lighted till 
the young and brave, and like Penelope, kept my tempted vertue, ma the 
vice of this deluding age: nay, does my beauty deſerve only this? My A 
of blood would give my cheeks a bluſh, greater than would appear on proof 
of Infamy, did he but know I had an Imperfection. And am I lighted thus? 
thus left—ſold to another, and by my husband too —whom I have lov'd— far, 
far beyond his merit. Teach me then, ye Powers, Revenge, and Jealouſie in- 
ſtruck an injur'd woman: Tis done—Townly ſhall be the man; Ple inftantly 
write to him, and let looſe all my Charms to retrieve him from Livia. Then 
ſhall my husband find too late, that Marriage ſhould have a reliſh of Love, as 
well as Duty. 


For may I the fool that he deſigm d, 
I 1 2. the greateſt of ; CExit. 


Finis Aus Secundi, 


* 
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AO r. III. Sc ENE I. 


The Captains Houſe, | 


Enter Townly with a Letter. 


Townly. — Appy the man, moſt happy muſt he prove, 
H That lives like me, crown'd with ſucceſs in love. 
A thouſand bleſſings wait on his Deſires; 
Bliſs glads his heart, and kind Occaſion courts him. 
Beauty, the Goddeſs of the Univerſe, 
Unarms her killing eyes, and dneets him equal. 
Whilſt fierce Delights, and Joys profuſely given, 
Shoot through, and almoſt cloy his Soul with Heav'n. 

Was ever Luxury in love like mine? What! two at once ? and * 
Beauties as Livia and Millicent By heav'n tis too much, and 1 grow jealou 
of my happineſs; and yet my Aſſignation with the firſt, and this Letter from 
the laſt, confirms the certainty. Well, if this be not a falſe crow! my honeſt 
friend Sir Walter muſt excuſe me im a certain punailio about bis Wife; I ſhall 
never be able to keep Covenants; Gad I muſt beg hig pardon. 


Euter Millicent, 


Mill. —Whoſe pardon is this you are ſo zealous to beg, Sir ? and what Co» 
yenants are theſe that are ſo difficult for you to keep ? 

Townly. — Thoſe betwixt my heart and you, Madam; and therefore of 
whom ſhould I beg pardon but you ? for though you have charm'd me with the 
proſpeR of tranſporting hopes, yet ſo frail is humane nature; and I, amongſt 
the reſt, ſo faulty, that my foul hovers in the Purgatory of doubt, not know- 
ing what I deſerve, nor whither I am to go. | 

Mill. —A great proof of your deſert, Sir, may be made by your ſervice g 
and we, women, like Merchants, gueſs a ſervant's Merit by his fidelity—let me 
ſee! Have you bcen careful in the firſt point, and kept my Letter ſafe ? 

- Townly. Safe! Judg you elſe : twas here quilted in my Coat, next my heart, 
and done up with as much care as a Miſer does his broad Gold, when he's afraid 
of robbing. 

Mill. — And deſign'd to be ſent as a Trophy to your new Miſtreſs Livia. 

Tommy. — My new Miſtreſs! 
Jealouſie—good— | | TAſide. 
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Mill. -I vow Lheard you were under the Surgeons hands for a ſtrange bruiſe 
in your knee, occaſion d by your inceſſant kneeling to her. 

by ownly. —Gad I was afraid ſhe had heard 1 had been there for ſomething 
elſe. [_ Aſide. 

I kneel to her! why Madam, I n©te had ſpcha thought; I ne're made ſuch 
a motion, ne're bow d, hardly ever pull'd off my hat; and if I ſpoke any 
flaſhy, unballanc'd words to her, twas only in obedience to your Commands: 
my heart ador'd you, though my tongue flatter d her. 

So, now I'm going to be an excellent Raſcal. [ Aſide. 

Mill. —Nay, Sir, I did expect you could fing-to this tune: you can out- 
flatter a Town-Poet, and out-lye a Mercer of Pater-nofter-Row. Thus clouding 
Deceit under a pretty, modiſh, methodical way of Gallantry,you prove equally 
treacherous both to her and me: What ſay you? would you not prove ſuch a 
villanous fort of a creature? 1 

7 —_ death I'd be a Dog firſt; Treacherous ! no, Madam, tis to your 
Altar I ſacrifice ; to you, and only you my heart pays tribute: Liuias a thi 
remote, when you are by; unknown, a very ſtranger ;. I hardly ever ſpoke to 
her, but-when I was half aſleep. ., 

Afl; — Now have I a t-mind to be credulous, but that lying: face of 
yours does ſo ſtartle my Relolutions: but come, for once Ile put you tothe Teſt, 
and give you leave to viſit me; then, if you prove a Jewel —, 

ownly, — You will wear me; Nay, nay, that muſ of neceſſity follow, 


Emer Livia; 


Lia. — My Lady Millicent! Don't you intend to Dance? they are all 
ready to begin. 5 
Mill. — Ha! Livia l was juſt coming to wait on you, Madam, He's con- 
fus'd ; now I ſhall note their carriage. [Afide. 
 Townly, —lf ſhe have over-heard any thing now, I'm in a fine condition. 


| 22 

Livia. Mr. Benedick, has bin giving me a Song yonder: Mr. Townly, pray 
come hither and (ing it, you have a good voice. | | 

Ingrateful man! Is this your conſtancy ? LAſide. 

| Townly. —8o, there's one ſhot already; I ſhall be pepper d. [ Aſide. 

Mil. — We (hall ſup late to night tis paſt ſev n of Clock, 

Mr. Tawnly, you have skill in Watches, pray give me your Judgment in 

You can't hold out I ſee, [ Afide. 

Townly, —The Devil take me if I know -how I ſhould at this rate, [_ Aſide. 


Livia Sing. [He bows te Mill. 
Livis. —Nay Mr.-Townly, pray come hither : a good Singer is ſo hard al- 


ways. to be intreated. 
are very ready to obey her. 


" TO S% 
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„ 
' Townly, — Not I faith, Madam; I deſigu'd only to be civil, © Toes to her. 
Mill. —Mr. Townly, pray help me to ſet the Hand right here, I ſhall ſpoil my 


Clock for want of skill. {Struggles to-g0, and Livia l him. 
Livia Come, Sir, Begin, begin. 1 


ol * 


He Sings. 


All. — What?! are you deaf o'th' ſuddain ? 

Townly. —*sdeath what ſhall I do? [3 Aſide. 

Aill. — Pray make no delays, Sir, but come hither. N 

Liuia. — Pray make no delays Sir, but ſing. 

Mill. — Madam, I beg your pardon, he has ſome skill at this. [Pull him, 

Livia. — Madam, 1 beg ow pardon, he has more skill at this. L Pulli han. 

Townly. —s death I ſhall be quartet d. | Lt. 
Why then, by beav'n, | have skill at neither. I am plagu'd with an eternal 
Cold, and the meſt ignorant Artificer in the world beſide: Hark, the Myſick 
begins, we ſhall be too late. 


Anon we ſhall have more leiſure, | Tr. Livia. 

At night we ſhall meet alone. [Ts Mill. 

Come, come, to the Muſick, to the Muſick. LExit, leading em. 2 
4 a INE; — — ; | 11 
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SGM RENE II. 


A Table and Muſtciens. 


Diſcovers the Captain, Wilding, Sir Walter, Benedick, Townly, Gratiana, 


. Millicent, Livia, Winifrid, feed. 
Sir Walt, = Home, let's hate tother Dance, the Ladies are not warm 
yet. m went 0 / { Dance. 
Gas — Come, now let's talk of Shipping: Dean has built a brave Frigot, 
they ſay. 


Sir Walt, — Prithee Tarr ſhew none of thy Sea-breeding now: Dancing 
is a gentile quality, which you Sea-ſharks underſtand not : Come, ſhall thou 
and I go and drink a quart of Brundy to warm our Romachs. |» \ 

Capt. — More drink il}? why thoo'are grown a meer {| do'ſt nothing 
but ſuck in, and ſqueeze out all day - >. . muſt tis natural to you 
all; and a man may as well know a fool night by his down-right 
drinking, as a Yeoman of the Guard dy hiv infallible. caring} 

Sir Walt. —What? mother Cea- Ja! Na, ha, well faid Tr 

id. —Do you not wonder, Madam, that having been ſo baffled at our M 
laft meeting by your Wit and Diſdain, that I have the confidence to appear 
agen ? E 2 Gra. 


* 

. „ A@ a 4 — 

* - S +# of 
* A = 
* — 


(a8) | 
Grat. -— Nat at all for your true Spaniel; the worſe he is ud, grows (ill 
the civiller. 


- 'Bened, Come, Gentlemen, now another Leſſon, the Ladies are impatient, 
[The Gentlemen fit down as to play. 


Sir Walt. — Oh! uds ſo, here comes my Uncle, now we ſhall have a full 
Conſort. 


Enter Sir Barnaby. 


8 — Sir Barnaby , welcome, come pray let's have ſome of your 

ill. | 

" Townly. —Prithee obſerve with what ſtate he takes place. [Sir Barnaby 
| ſeats himſelf at the upper end. 

wild. — Ceſar in triumph look'd not half fo big. | 

Bened. No, nor thought himſelf ſo worthy: hark you Sir Walter, a word 
with you; prithee deal ingenuouſly, Does your Uncle play well on this Inſtru- 
ment 

Sir Walt. —Oh to a miracle, Sir, and has the beſt grace you ever ſaw. 

Bened., — Say you ſo? 

Sir Walt. His touches are always ſo ſoft and gentle: beſides, I have ob. 
ſerv'd (Gentlemen) that your thick ſquab-hand and ſhort thumb-like fingers 
always become a Lute extremely. 

Wild. — Ha, ha, ha, that indeed I ne'r took notice of. LExeunt Ladies. 

Sir Barn, —Strike F-fa-wt ſharp, and ſing the Song. | 


N. e. 


bm 1 my former delight, 
Moliere * rifled, — how EE write ? 
fancy's grown fleepy, my quihling is done; 
2011 * 2 Af alas ! I bave none. x 
But ftill let the Town never doubt my condition; 
Thongh I. fall. a dm d Poet, Nie mount a Muſician. 


d 1 * 3 | f n i 
| 2 wy Fi 2 Lyn, Ser — has loft me 1 
| Like 4 Fury I rail d, like a Satyr I writ, 
ny — — — 
But to make ſome amends for wy ſnodię and laſhing, _, 
Aut all the: Tan with wy Throwing ant Thraſuing. = 
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Wild. -I have a trick to get him away inftantly. - „tset 
What ist you ſay, friend? an Army railing, and zcooo in Arms already? 

Bened. — T hat there are, I faw em muſter d. 

Sir Barn, Fot the deſtruction of the Saints! this is but cold news. 

Townly. — They will not leave a Rebel in the Land. | 

Sir Wale. — Nay you muſt march, Uncle; you muſtſwing; I do not doubt 
but I ſhall ſee you exalted for the honour of our family. 

Sir Barn, -—Unnatural Rogue! do'ſt hope to ſee me hang d? Hang'd Gad 
that word has a plaguy ſound: but come, let the worſt happen, I can but turn; 
the Saints may revoke, if the game be near loſing: Come, come, 1 can turn, 1 
can turn. [ Exit. 

Wild. -I knew that news was worſe than an Ague to him. 

Capt. —A Pox on't, the Women are all gone too, and I have bad ne*r a buſs 
of my Welſh Miſtreſs; I muſt go ſeek her. [Exit Captain, 

Wild. Dee hear that, friend? 

Bened, Let him go; the old Hound: hunts upon a falſe ſcent, for I have 
her in chace my ſelf, 


Sir Walter goes to the Door, and returns, 


Sir Walt, —Fack, Jack, my Wife's gone away alone man: Go, go for 
ſhame :— nay, prithee dear Fack,, go now. - 

Townly. — Well Sir, I follow her, ſince you”! have it ſo. But the Stars poiat 
otherwile to night; I am elſewhere engag d, I thank my fortune. [ Aide. [ Exit, 

Sir Walt. — Now if that Fairy have but Welſh Devils enough to charm the 
Captain for one hour, I ſhall love Mountzomery the better as long as I live 
for't. LExir. 

Bened. —Prithee no more excuſes, but conſent to go with me to morrow. 

Mild. Haſt thou the conſcience to deſire me to be ſtung agen by that Waſp, 
that Viper of Women, Gratiana ? 

Bened. — | have, nay and thou ſhalt not deny me neither. 

Wild, — Sir, I muſt; I had rather Duel three hours, than Ward her words 
three minutes: her Tongue is like the Pendulum of a Clock, and ſhe wants no- 
thing but talking in her ſleep to make ita perpetual motion. 

_ —And yet for all that thou lov'it her, if the truth were ſifted. 
t y. 
4 Love her! yes, as I do bad Wine, or an unſound Wench. 
Zend. —Come, I know thy humour, and can make this Poſition ; Thou ne 
gue heartily at any Woman, thou did'ſt net then, or aſterwards fall in 
ove with. 7 19815 
Wild. Perhaps her Charms do not equal others. 
Bened, —Nay (he's beautiful every way: however, do an honqurable cour- 


teſie, and go to alſit thy friend, for my little Warifrid/is.to be with her: 


Wild. —Pox on thee, thou art ever ingaging me in ſuch affairs: I confeſs 1 


have an inclination to ſee this Woman agen; and if I prove his words true; and 
fall io love with her, how. this uamercitul Are will. lavgh ar me: — 


... — — — 
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— yet, and am ſure can hold out one skirmiſh more, whatever happens 
after. 

Bened, —Well, haſt thou thought, ſhall I truſt thee ? 

Wild. — You will have your humour, Sir, and I'm oblig'd to ſerve you. 

Bened, Here let's part then, and to morrow Vle- call upon you at your 
Lodging. Exit Wild. 

I think I heard her voice juſt now here abouts, perhaps this old Kite has 
ſnatch d her up before me: Gad | muſt go and ſee. | [Exit Bened. 


Re-Enter Sir Barnaby, 


Sir Barn, Tis as he ſaid; there is an Army raifing, a great one too, and 
the fraternity will be ſwing'd, I profeſs: Well, ſtay then Brother Barnaby, 
what will you do, Brother, to ſave your neck? why look you, Brother, you 
muſt Conform ; and as you have ſwore up your own party, now you muſt ſwear 
dem down: *Tis true, Brother, you are a Raſcal ; but ſo are many more that 
are preferr'd, therefore you muſt now ſpeak for the King : Diſguiſe your ſelf; 
get a Commiſſion, and fight for the King: Impeach your quondam Brethren that 


were againſt the King, and ſo, dear friend and brother, you may ſave your 
ſelf—by the King. 


— 


SCENE III. 


Enter Benedick, Groping about. 


Bened. — Have miſtook, and follow'd a wrong Woman, and now cannot 
find the way out agen: Hark! ſome-body is coming; perhaps 

"tis the — „what ſhall I do? Oh, here's a door open, Ple go in and hide 
my ſelf till they are paſt by. ; Exit into the Cloſer. 


Euer Townly, and Livia after him. "> 


Livia. —Where are you, Sir? 

Townly. —Here divine Creature, waiting for the bleſſing with more Teal, 
than Pilgrims a reward for their Devotion: Where (where) 's your Husband 
Sweet? your husband! your property I mean, that ruſty Animal; abroad, or 
aſleep, or drunk, or where ? 

Livia. —Speak lower, Sir; he's not ſo far off, but Jealouſie can quickly ſpur 
him hither : Go, get you in here, I muſt be your Jaylor, and lock you up for 
—— — I ſce bow my Husband is employ' d: Come, haſte, haſte, the door is 


Townly. — if every man for ſo delicious a ſin had no ſeverer a penance, the 
Livia 


World would grow monſtrous wicked in a ſhort time. C Locks bim into rhe Cloſer 
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Livia. I my Cauſe were to be tryed in a Court of Equity, Iqueſtion whe- 
ther the moſt Reverend Head could blame my proceedings: in my opinion the 
ſcales are equal; for if my Husband lights me, to ſeek a Miſtrek that flights 
him; tis but reaſon that ] ſhould ſlight him, to fove a man that adores me: but 
then Honour and Religion ſtart up, two Bug- bears, and fright me terribly : 
but then agen, I love Townly more terribly : Honour is a fine thing, but Townly 
is a finer thing: What ſhall Il do? Well, Ple firſt go and ſee whether my hus- 
band be ſafe, and then reconcile my ſelf to Honour and Religion as well as I 
can. ] 


Enter Sir Walter with 4 Light. 


Sir Wale. — Townly is, I hope, by this time at home ſolacing my Spoufe: fo ſhe is 
ſafe, Gad that's a very h&neſt fellow, as good a ſoul as breathes; and the very life 
of my deſign, becauſe tis a harmleſs Rat, a baſhful, unfleſh'd young fool: why, I 
might ha' bin a Cuckold, had another man undertook the buſineſs but he 5 were 
the as looſe as Lais, he'd not underſtand her: This tis to have Judgment to di- 
ſtinguiſn men now: Well, he I ſay is with my Spouſe, the Captain is gone 
out after his Welſh Miſtreſs, and I am coming in here to his Wife ; ſhe muſt be 
there in her Cloſet, for Pme ſure I ſaw her come up Stairs. [Knocks ſoftly at 

| the door. 

Townly. —What! come already, my life, my ſoul ? 

Sir Wi. ge here a man? * Tow 7 ay Devil! 'tis impoſſible. 
Oh Raſcal! Oh Traytor! what and conceaF'd in the 
Cloſet too! 8 lying here perdue, for my Mi- 3 _— 
ſtreſs, like a Villain, when he ſhould be at home courting © : f 
my Wife like an honeſt fellow : Oh the Devil! this is a treachery inſupportable; | 
and d' ce hear, Sir, I ſhall ſtorm your Caſtle ; I ſhall demoliſh; I ſhall ſlit that 
dog's noſe of yours, incorrigible Raſcal! 

Capt. within. —So, ho, — where fits the Wind? what noiſe ? what ſtorm is 
this ? N 
Sir Walt. — Ha! the Captain return'd ? already too? had that Welſh Gip- 
ſy no more ſenſe than to leave her Cully ſo ſoon ? A Pox o their Mungril Welſh 
courtſhip, they make love like Sparrows; the Intrigue is no ſooner begun, but 
' ended. Emer Livia. 
Livia. — My Husband return'd — Oh, Fae undone, LExit. 


Enter the Captain, and Livia peeping. 


Capt. —How now ! who's there ?—ha !—a Sword drawn? where are my 
Servants ? Lock up all the doors there, here's a Jeſuit, a Thief, a Fox in my 
Bed-Chamber. 

Sir Walt. —Hold, hold! tis I, Captain, tis I, Watt, Watt, honeſt Watt, 
do'ſt not know me? why tis I man, thy friend Warr, I tell thee. 

Capt. — Friend Watt, with a Pox ! what does my friend Watt do in my 
Chamber o thls time of night, hoh ? - * | | 

Sir Walt, I come to bring thee news, old Calverin ; thy welbrigg'd Frigot 
X 1s 
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is grappPd, her Sails pnſurl'd, her Gun room blown vp, and all her treaſure 
.in the Hold rifled and plunder'd. 

Capt. — My Frigat ! why then I ſay, my friend Watt, with a Pox to him, is 
a danin'd lying Raſcal; for my Lieutenant came from Sheerneſs this morning, 
and told me ſhe was as tite as ever, and ready to ſet Sail. * 

Sir Walt. —Sheerneſs ! ha, ha; well ſaid apprehenſion : here's the wit of a 
Tarpawlin now; one ruffling Storm frights away all tkeir brains, to make room 
for the fomes that make them Valiant; but know, friend, that I mean a Frigat 
of another nature; thy Wife, thy Wife man! 

Capt. — My Wife! why what of her? 

dir Wal. —Nay, no great matter, only ſhe is beſet, made unlawful prize, and 
to night to be grappl'd and boarded, that's all. 

Capt. All in the Devils name! a very pretty All, faith: but hark you Sir 
Watr, or Coxcomb, or what may a man call you? if you run your Lancaſhire- 
Jeſts on me, I ſhall ſwinge you; I ſhall thraſh you, in plain terms. Dee ſee, 
Sir, therefore be ſerious : — My Wife dec lay ? 

Sir Walt, —Nay if you are fo Cholerick for nothing, I care not this for't; 
be a Cuckold, grow ridiculous ; deſpair, and then hang your ſelf on the top of 
the — Gad Ile not value it the cutting a corn, ſince you are ſo 
uncivil. 

Capt. — Sbud ſpeak to the purpoſe, or by Boreas I will eat thee up, as 1 
would do a Sea-bisket, 

Sir Walt. — What a damn'd Canibal-Rogue is this? Gad he looks as if he 
would eat me indeed—why then | ſay agen, thy Wife, thy Helen, thy Octauia, 
was this night to be engaged in an Intrigue; the buſineſs and place is only ſup- 
pos'd, but the voracious Pirate is by my induſtry ſurpriz'd, detain'd a Priſoner 
of War, and confin'd to that Cloſet there. 

Capt. —How! a Raſcal ſurpriz'd in my Wives Cloſet ? So, ho: bring out 
the Mortar-piece there: Oones Ile ſurprize him with a vengeance. 

Sir Walt. — Hold, hold, here comes your Lady; urge her to a Diſcovery ; 


command the key, and obſerve her excuſes: So, ſo, I think I ſhall be reveng d 


now. 
Enter Livia. 


Livia. lf this project fail, I'me undone. 


* 


Capt. Vour Servant, Madam; pray if a man may ask a civil queſtion, What 7 


news from the Straits ? it ſeems (good Pinnace) you were to be Boarded to 
night—hah ! 

Livia. — Boarded, Sir? ; 

Capt. —Grapp?d, clapt a- ſtern; nay, and in danger to prove a Fire-ſhip— 
forc'd to a ſurrender by a throvgh-ſhot betwixt Wind and Water, and then to 
be Mann'd by the Enemy in the Fore- Caſtle and Poop —with a Pox tec. 

Livia. —| wiſh you would give your meaning, Sir, in plainer terms, for [ 
am utterly unprovided of an anſwer to this. 

Sir Walt, — Ay, alas poor Innocence, ſhe knows not what you mean, not 
ſhe. | 


Q.» 
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Capt, —No, no: Come give me the key of this Cloſet, Ple ſhew-my mean: 
ing preſently ; What, dee tremble? Come, the key, the key, where is't ? 
Livia. — What key, Sir ? 
ns What key, Sir! the key that unlocks the Bawdy door to your Stallion, 
that lies there in the Bilbo's : I'le feez him: Sbud Vie have him condemn'd by 
a Jury of Tarpawlins; firſt flea'd, then hung by the heels at the Yard-arm, a 
drgadful example to all ſuch Cuckoldmakers : —the key I ſay, the key. 

Livia. — Now, dear fortune, be propitious. [ Aſide. 

Capt. —Come where is't ? by 44ars, my _ Strumpet, I (hall give you a ſalt 
Eel; I ſhall ſhow you a touch of my Sea-office if you trifle any longer. 

Livia. — But why thus angry, Sir? you ſhall have the key, and inftantly ; 
but ſhew ſo much humanity to your poor Wife, one that has lov'd you (Heavn 
knows too tenderly), to let her ſpeak: give her time to unfold this myftical 
matter ; let her plead her Innocence before ſhe be condemn'd. 

Capt. — Innocence ! ay, a ;/W hore has a wonderful ſtock of Innocence in- 
deed : you are devout, are you? this is your zeal, is it? Sbud I ever thought 
there would come no good of your Devotion, you were fo carly at it. 

Livia. —Is my Integrity ſuppos'd my Crime then? muſt that be my Accu- 
ſex ? my Husband ſhould have kinder thoughts; and — my friend, are too 
much a Gentleman ſo to condemn me; Heav'n knows how little I deſerve this 
Ignominy. [We 

Capt. —Ay, ay, weep: this rain ſhall not lay the duſt, the Stallion muſt 
produc'd ; he muſt Spouſe, he muſt. 

Sir Walt. -I ama her Friend now, but I was her Fool and Coxcomb an hour 
ago. 

87 —Produc'd, Sir: Can you think I would conceal him? Can you be- 
lieve your Wife, the partner of your Bed, and deareſt 7 Þp could know a 
ſecret that concerns your Honour, and keep you ignorant ? See : 
here the whole diſcovery, my heart was too full of grief to let DT 
me ſpeak the fatal ſtory, and therefore I committed it to Writing. 

Capt. — Your heart too full! your crime vas too foul rather: but come, let's 
ſee; here's a pretty modeſt ſcrowl, no doubt. - 

Sir Walt. — The Devil's in theſe Women ; they had rather do that buſineſs, 
than talk of it any time. [They read the paper. 

Livia. —Here, here's the key; now do it cunningly, and gain my love for 
ever. [To 3 Aſide. 

Capt. reads. — If Love were to be judg d by Jealouſie, then Jealouſic were 


© tobe excus d by Love; but the reaſon of the one, and the unreaſonableneſs of 


© the other, makes paſſionate Love ſuſpeRed, and Jealouſic hated; though to be 
* jealous, is really to love, as to love is to be jealous, argued largely in the 
© Amour of Ain Heer Van Belger, Admiral to the e and the 
© Shinchimurra Brachia del Pegoe, Wife of Prefter-Fohn. a 
= —What the Devil is all this? Oones I can't underſtand a word ot: 
you ? 

Sir Walt. Hum! Skhinchimurya Pegoe, hum! ay, tis as Captain , 

a very pretty modeſt ferow! : Cone, let's fe further. Pry 


— 


oo 
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= 
Read. Courteſie is only a pretence, and Friend- Lui. ; 

© ſhip grown a deceit, ſor your friend, Sir Walter, has LE“ make: ſigns to Sil 1 
© bin. the ſe ſix months ſolliciting me unlawfully—Hat —V* ©9 en Oe. diſe 
ſay you ſo—1 underſtand that, Sir, hum 0 
Six Walt, — That, Sir! pray let's ſee t. This damn'd Jilt will diſcover alk N 
[ Aſide. ino 
Capt. — Sbud this is a very fine buſineſs, pray read on, Sir. the 
Sir Walt. reads. — © Your friend, Sir Valter, has bin theſe fix months ſollici- a [ 
ting me unlawfully. Cat 
Capt. —Friend! ay, a ſweet friend, fine damn'd friend hum. tic 
Sir Walt. reads. —* And you are conſcious to your {elf that you were for- (br 
© merly very familiar with his Wife— Hah, hum ho muſt uncerſtand-that ? no 

there's a bus'neſs—hum— who muſt underſtand that, I fay ? Familiar with her; 
not ſollicit, but familiar, intimate, profoundly acquainted—familiar with her: pr 

ou have no Off-ſpring, no Iſſue, no Sons of Whores begotten on her body, 
ve you, Sir? Hah, hum. is 

f Capt. —1! prithee leave thy prating: why, I hardly know her: I never 
came within ſhot of her in my life ; theſe are Tricks, Wheadles, Clokes to cover G 


the main matter, pray, Miſtrels, come to the point, the Raſcal in the Cloſet 
there, the bawdy. Intrigue — Where's that? where's that? . 
| - Livia. —Be careful now, or we are loſt. [Aſide to Silvia. 
| Here, here, Str, — pray obſerve it, fix your eye here ſtedſaſtly. 
| Capt. —Well, what's here ? | 
Livia. —And you, Sir Walter. | 
Sir Walt. — I warrant you, I warrant you. EO 
Livia reads. —* The deſign being woven thus between you, about one ano- 
© thers Wives, Townly makes a forcibly Entry upon the Premiſſes, by order of 
my Lady Aillicent, who, in a kind of a dilorderly manner, orders Mr. Townly 
and I to ſtate aqueſtion in the Mathematicks, with deſign to put us all into dit- 
© order ; but Sir Malter politickly ſiſting into the matter, and well knowing that | 
© Townly, and my Lady Millicent, had inſtructed Sir Barnaby to wheadle the Cap- 
© rain into a belief, that Welſh Winifrid and Benedick were playing at Hot- A 
f Cockles in the Mulberry-Garden, confirm'd the matter to be carried on by ® 
ö * Wilding and Grat iana, who were to be expos'd, and Townly confin'd to the Clo- 
© ſet upon due conſideration : Dee underſtand me? {Whilſt ſhe is bantring them 
with this Letter, Silvia opens the door, and lets out Benedick inſtead of Townly, 
So, ſhe has done it. [She hoids her hand behind ber, and Silvia gives 
| | her the key agen. 
Capt. — Sbud, the Devil, though he were a Scrwener, could not underſtand 
| this: Do you, Sir Walter? of" Us N 
Sir Walt. — Not a ſyllable, not I, as I am a true Knight. 
Townly. —Oh confounded. misfortune ! ſome damn'd Raſcal, that had hid 
himſelf here, has made his eſcape inſtead of me. [ Peeping ont of 4 window. 
Capt. —Pox on't, this is another whim ; tis plain now, there's not one word 
of ſenſe in the whole Letter; thou Spawn of a Syren, give me the key without 
more Demurs, or by the North. Star I will ſo mal thee. | = 


t 
Lia Why then there tis: you can ſtoop and take it up to make your 
diſcovery, I hope. [Flings the Key on the ground. 
Capt. How ! my Lady Impudence !. are you in earneſt? Aloud. 


Livia. — Ay, Sir, earneſt ; why thou baſe, ingrateful, jealous-headed, ruſty, 


inoring, fumbling creature, thou worn out ſtump, thou very husband: had 
the Devil ſo much power over thee, to make thee ſuſpect my res What! 
a perſon of my Candor, Reon and Virtue; a perſon of my birth and edu- 
cation; a perſon of my modeſty and wife-like patience; and for the Aſſer- 
tion of that uſclets Tool there, that — of the Burning Peſtle, that Lanca- 
ſhire-Ipoke for a Spinning wheel, that fool of Quality, thing of title, and 
nothing elec. 

Sir Walt. —So, fo : ſhe's in her Altitudes now, but we ſhall fetch her down 
preſently, Captain. bs: 

Livia. — Had it been from a witty man, *twere to be excus'd ; but from him 
is a fin of Ignorance, not to be pardoned, 


Sir Walt, — Good! very good: Come, Sir, the Cloſet, the Cloſet, the 


Gentleman wants company. 
Capt, — Tis a merry Gale now, but here's a Storm coming. 


Enter Silvia haſtily. 


Silv. — Oh, Madam! we are all undone, by a ſtrange miſtake z inſtead of 
Mr. Townly, 1 let Mr. Benedick out of the Cloſet, who it {tems had hid himſelf 
there. 

Livia. —Ha ! what is Townly there ſtill then? 

Silv. —Too true I fear. 

Livia. —T he Devil has a mind to expoſe me, and I ſtrive againſt it in vain: 
Cur, helliſh, ſpiteful chance, tis impoſhble now to retrieve it, I have ſo rail'd 
a them. | 

"Capt. — Plant your ſelf there, Sir Walter, in a poſture of Defence, whilſt 1 
tack to Windward, and give the firſt Broadſide. 

Livia. — Stay, Sir, ſtay a minute, as yeu would have me live, come back a 
little: Ah, can you then be ſo cruel to ſhame me for ever? *[|Xneeling, 
what though I have bin indiſcreet, and ſpoke too much, will you expoſe your 
poor Wife for her firſt fault? Conſider how I have loy'd you, with what a 
tender kindneſs I have nurs'd you, kils'd you, hngg'd you, cheriſh'd you, comb'd 
your head, air'd your ſhirt, and lac'd your night-cap, claſp'd you in my arms, 
and let you ſnore with patience; and though you were then a heavy lump, a 
Statue, Pve made you, ſtir, and move, and live a little.- Si gh. 

Capt. Oh! fits the Wind there already? no Mermaid, Syren; Ple ſtop my 
ears to all but Revenge, thou Bankſide Mawdlin, Diſcaſe of Matrimony, un- 
—— the honour of being my Wiſe, and only fit for the Boatſwain, or 

abber. G 

Livia. —Can nothing mollifie your heart? Sir Malter, be you merciful then, 
tis in your power to ave all yet. 421 eat 200 32 
Sir Wale, —{n mine Lat a Ninny, a Lancuſture · tool, a Spoke for a Spin- 

F 2 Capt, 


ning · vheel? hum—in my power ſay you? 


| 3 6 ) * * 
t. Sir Walter guard the ; and if he ſtrives to eſcape, kill him. 
Houſewife, come you and hold the Candle [To Silvia: they enter the Cloſer, 
Townly. —There's no way but to leap over the Balkcony—and I muſt ven- 
ture. : [ Leaps down. 
Sir Walt. — What thinks your Ladyſhip of an Intrigue now— a Love-combat, 


a Jugling trick ? Hey, pals, come aloft here; what! Iam a fool, am I? Townly. 


is the man, the taking · man, and I am a thing, a thing of nothing; but you 


ſhall find now, that he ſhall be nothing, nor (y' Gad) have nothing before 1 


part with him, How now! who comes here ? Giye the word. 
Enter Silvia. 


Sitv. Tis I, Sir. 
Sit Wale. — Sir! *tis well you ſpoke, Gad I would have whipp'd you through 
the guts elſe. 
- $ilv. —Look up, Madam, and ſmile; there's no body in the Cloſet ; 
Mr. Townly is gone, and as I believe, made his eſcape over the Balcony. 
Livia. — Fate's my own agen, beyond danger of Relapſe, and I will 
ule it moſt triumphantly. 


Enter Captain. 


Capt. — ones here's no body. 

Sir Walt. — What, what! no body ? that's a good Jeſt indeed, Ha, ha, no 
body? . l N [Goes into the Cloſet. 
Livia. — Your ſervant tweet Sir, * with all the ſubmiſſion „ , . 
and reſpect due from an obliging Wife to a ſcurvy, jealous — Lc l 
no Husband: let me deſire to know how Mr. Townly does, and how you have 
dealt with Mr. Townly, and how Mr. Towzly has dealt with you: —Heaven avert 
my doubt, I fear you have murther'd him, Ha, ha, ha. [Feigns to weep, and 

then burſts out 4 laughing. 
Capt. — Sbud Ple mawl this fooliſh Knight, Ple teach him to play tricks wich 
De, 
Emer Sir Walter in a ſneaking, ridiculous poſture. 


Sir Walt. — Well, what now? 

ry —Your ſervant _ Sir; the — courteſie LC ſies to lum toe, 

u did me, in concealing my Intrigue was ſo gener 
—— d, that I — — — — — that I think I 
could deny: * Pray, Sir, ſpeak, I beſeech you let me be grateful. 

Sir Walt. — Well, Madam, though the Devil is your friend, and fo forth, 
yet L have eyes, Madam, I have 


Livia. — So has an Ass, — thou differ'ſt not, but by thy Ears: 


thou wicker- bottle, edg-tefs kniſe; thou Ape of generation, whom Providence 


Aa thou dars to blaſt my Virtue, my lategrity, thou laughter of ous 


Med hither in an unthinking Age, for no ſuck fools-are created —_— 
and. 


W 
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and foot-ball of thy own ? If I were a man, I would cut that Carkafs of thine 


into as ſmall a quantity as thy Wits ; Pd make you an example. 
Sir Walt. — Nay, now ſhe has got the whip-hand of us, the DeviPs in her; 


Well, I muſt take another time, tis in vain to contend now. [Exie. 
t. — What, is he gone? *Sbud Ple after him, and have ſatisfaQtion, or Ple 
whip him through the Mid. riff, by Au. LExit, 


Livia. — Thus when extremes of fear too near advance, 
Some Courtly God looks down and lends us chance 
Turns the great Scale, let's longing Lovers meet; 
And dangers paſt, make. coming Joys more ſweet. LExit, 


Ac r. IV. SS ENI I. 


Spring - Garden, 
Enter Gratiana aud Winiſrid. 


©rat. — One, prithee let's be gone; I wonder what delight thou canſt | 
take in this Garden, a place fo intolerably peſter'd with 
Flies and Fops. . 

Winif. —By St. Tavy, Fop was fery coot Diferſions, to Winny ; there is 
fine tittle tattles, and pribbles and prabbles, that makes Winzy laugh till her pones 
akes agen, 

— his place is the Retreat of Lendaek,) the very*Mart of Debau- 
chery : Here the raw Country-Fop treats the Town- the ſneaking Cuck- 

old his ugly Wife, and more ugly Off ſpring ; the Spindle-ſhank'd Prentice his 
dirty Drab, and the Court Fleſh. fly his Miſs of Quality. 

TJ Winif, — And is not all this fery coot Diferſions, look you? Pleſs us will! 
{ure your plood is corrupted with Flegmaticks and Melancholies. 


Enter Wilding and Benedick. 277 


Bened. — Here's ſome encouragement however: that ſmile ſhewsſthey'*r.in a | 
good humour. 

Grat. See, Madam, here's ſome of the company you-wiſh'd for. 1 

— 4 Are theſe fools ? Pleſs us awll, how they ſtare at us? | 
* Wild. —She begins already, I find we ſhall have a bleſſed entertainment. | 

Bened. —Prithee have patience. 

Wild, — When Beauty in the C bears a part, 

Who can have kill enough to guard a Heart? | 

Gras, — When 
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Grat. — When Impudence in man exceeds the Devil, 
Who can have skill enough to make him civil? 
Bened. —There's a reliſh for you my friend, you ſhall have more anon. 
Wild. An honourable Zeal to ſerve a Beauty, was ne're accounted Impudence 


till now: we are no Satyrs, Madam. x 


Grat. — If you had their hoofs, as you have their manners, twas the beſt 
name I could call you, 

; Bened. —Nay, nay, no ſtrugling, for by St. Winifrid Hur will, and muſt be 
card. 

Grat. —I know not what ails me, but of late I have no mind to rail againſt 
this Wildiag : ſure he wears ſome Charm about him. . 

Wild. —The Devil's in her: that ſuch a ſhape ſhou'd harbour ſo inſufferable 
a humour. 

Madam, though I hate Intruſion, it wou'd appear a grand rudeneſs in me not to 
entertain you in this juncture; for a good Wit (like yours) ſhould never be 
alone. 1 

Grat. And no Wit like yours ſhould, Sir: and ſo your Servant. [Exit. 

Wild. Dam her, her Wit has Daggers in't, and every word ſhe ſpeaks ſtings 
like an Adder: Well; Come what will, Ple follow her, and rail victoriouſſy 
this once, though I prove ever Dumb hereafter. Exit. 

Winif. — What! is hur Cozen gone, and has left hur? 

Bened. —Gone into the next Walk, *tis a picce of civility in her to give 
Lovers opportunity. 

Winif. Opportunity's ! Pleſs us awll, for what? you will not Raviſh hur, will 
you ? nor rob Winny of precious Jewels and Virginities, I hope. 

Bened. Upon my foul but I will though, and yet do thee no harm neither: 
Come, prithee be willing, and ſave the trouble. 

Wingf. —The Tevil ſhall have thee firſt; hur will not ſave the trouble, there- 
fore let hur have liperties and freedoms, or hur will cry out, and ſcratch, and 
bite, and kick, and ſprawl ; Oh heavens ! what Raviſh hur—at theſe years? 
Would he were in carneſt, I vow. by LAſide. 

Bened, — Oh I Love a Ladies voice that cries out on ſuch an occaſion ex- 
tremely : and as for biting and ſcratching, tis better than tickling to me, the 
greateſt motive to raiſe my appetite in the world: Come, come, you were 
made thus beautiful to be below d; and tis a fin to let your Lover languiſh for 
what you once muſt part with, or be wretched. 

Winif. Ay, put then there is Marriages in the caſe: Look you; if hur were 
Married, then let 'em Raviſh hur a Cods name. 

Bened. —Marriage ! why, 'tis the Antidote of Love, the very thought on't 
makes me cold and ſpiritleſs: I'm ſtupid, numb'd now, that Damn'd word freezes 
more than the coldeſt blaſt in the North of Greenland. hb 

Winif. —Prea let hur go. This is a fery dull fellow, I ſwear. LAſidt. 

Bened. —You kill me if you ſpeak on'ꝰt: Come, come this way. 

Wim. — Why ſure hur will not force hur. ; 

Benai. -I will not force thee : I know thou wilt conſent, my Dear. 

Wimf. — Hour cannot, dare not, muſt not conſent ; Oh, my heart, how it 

w , pPeats— 
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petts—is there no Honours nor Faith in men? Let hur co now, hur will be 
kinder another time. 7 

Bened. —Oh, I dare not truſt to that, ſome peeviſh fit or other will happen, 
and then, like a true woman, you will recant, and perfidiouſly break your pro- 
mile; and a man may as ſoon get Money of a Few upon Charity, as a Love- 
favour from a Woman, when (he's out of humour. 

Winif. Why then hur thinks hur is in humours now? 

_ No, but | think you will be before the buſineſs is done; that's my 
comfort. 

Winif. —Prea do not dex hur thus: kind, ſweet Sir, upon hur knees hur pegs 
hur to let hur go. [Kneels. 

Bened. —Will you be kind then next time? Swear upon your Soul... 

Winif. —And upon hur Soul's and Podies hur will. 

Bened. —And love me ? 

Winf. —Teerly. 

Bened. — And be ſo grateful to deny me nothing I ſhall ask? 

Winif. Nothing that you ſhall deſire. 

Bened. — T his civil kiſs then, and farewell: —nay go inſtantly from my ſight, 
for if. | look on thee, there is a Dancing Devil in that Eye would make me turn 
Apoſtate, ſpite of Ten thouſand Vows and Promiles. ; 

Winif. —A the Tevil take thee for fery fools, what! believe what 4 
Woman ſays in ſuch caſes, and talk of kiffes and civilities? Farewell; [ 4pert. 
Well Wizny's ſhall never teſire thy dull Converſations more upon hur Souls. 

LA.] LExit. 

Bened. When there are ſure hopes of a ſurrender, there is the leſs need of 
force; beſides, Compliance and Free-will is the Soul of enjoyment: for tis a 
folly for a man to ſnatch greedily a raw ill.dre[s'd morſel, when for a little 
patience a well-cook'd ſavoury Diſh will court his appetite, and is purpoſely 
prepat'd for him. How now, Tom! is ſhe gone? 


Enter Wilding, 


Wild. - Dam her : ſhe is got amongſt a Herd of She-Foxes yonder, and & 
not poſſibly to be hunted from em; but | have ſet my Footman to dog here. ſhe 
goes, and am firmly reſolv'd for another 1 ongue-combat. 

Bened. My little Welſh Rogue is gone too; well, ſome grand miſchief will 
certainly happen to me, for Ile tell thee what did juſt now. I mils'd the cri- 
tical minute, and let my ador'd creature go, meerly out. of a high point of ho- 
= What think'ſt thou? is not this a damn'd Omen of more damn'd luck, 
Sill. —Tis, I confeſs, as ufual with thee to be ſo civil, as ?tis to ſay thy 
prayers; but yet the Omen may be propitious enough, all things conſider'd. 

Bened. — Dam conſideration, would I had her agen; but L muſt be civil, 
forſooth, and ſo loſe my Miſtrels : Civil, and value punctilio's of honour and 
virtue; Virtue, that Vanity of women, and Bugbear of fools, LIN 

Wild. — Virtue, that was fo civil to poſſeſs thy heart, which thon didſt not 


deſire, . 


- 


2 and ſo uncivil to Ack the enjoying a Beauty, which thou 
did? | 

Bened, True, by yon Stars! curs'd, fooliſh plebeian notion. 

Wild. —Ha, ha, ha: How now! who comes here? 


Enter Sir Barnaby flauntingly, Dreſi'd like an Officer, with a Fortman. 
Sir Barn, — Let the Roundbeads Plot on, 
| Till at laſt they'r undone Sings. 
By hurting their Brains to Decoy ui. 


Bened. — Hah! what, my quondam Rabbi Achitophel, Sir Barnaby Whig g ? 


Sir Barn. —Captain Whigg, if you pleaſe, Sir: 


Let the Roundheads Plot on, &c. \ Sings, 


Wild, - Ah, you are a precious Turn-coat Raſcal : What! now the Storm 
is coming, you are for the King, | warrant ? 

Sir Barn, —Ay, ay boy thou'rt in the right: $'woones who ſhould I 
be elle for, hoh? 

Bened, — He bluſters, and pretends to Swear too. 

Sir Barn. —No faith, I'm but a learner yet; I can't mouth an Oath worth 
a farthing, for I have bin ſo us'd to uds-nigs, uds-chitterlings, and the like, 


that my mouth is quite ſpoil'd for Swearing 3 but I don't doubt in a little 


time. 

Wild. = This upſtart in Debauchery, is wicked enough to Damn an Army. 

Bened. From a Saint to a Devil, is but an odd Converſion. 

Sir Barn. ——Peace: Tace; not a word of that: — If thou had'ſt the Pox, 
would'ft thou love to hear ont? beſides, what I do, is not ſo much for my own 
ſake, as for my poor Wives. 

Wild. — Your Wife! your Whore you mean. 

R Sir Barn. She was my Whore once, tis true but I have now Married 
er, 

Wild. —Lawfully are you ſure? 

Sir Barn, —So Parſon Clammy ſays : you know him. 

Bened. — What is this Clammy ? 

Wild. —O, a fellow of the true tone and cant, and famous amongf the long- 
ear d Rout for his oily hand, goggle eyes, and Rinking breath, 

Sir Barn. —His Doctrine was not very ſavoury, that's the truth on't, for 
all his double way of exerciſing. 

Bened. — His double way ! prithee what's that ? | 

Sir Barn. —Why his holding forth to the Men all day, and to the Women 
all night; that I call his double way. 

Bend. — A precious brother indeed. 

Wild. —Then the green Ribbon Club I find is now difpers'd : pray, where's 
your late friend and brother Sir Afiles Afutinens ? _ 

- arn, 


r 
Sir Bayn, —Where? why in p 59 
Bened. —How ! —_— who has Impeach't him ? 

Sir Barn, —1, I my ſelf, man; Impeach't him! and more than that, intend 
to hang him next Seſſions. 

Bened. — A fine, friendly, Chriſtian- like Act, in troth. 

Sir Barn. —Ay Gad friend or father in ſuch a caſe : up they-go to ſave 
my own neck : I don't love hanging, for my part—others may. 

7 15 Well, thou art alter'd in thy nature, I ſee; prithee what Religion 
2 | 

Sir Barn, —Oh, Orthodox, good, ſound, ſubſtantial: I love Biſhops with all 
my heart; Gad keep excellent Tables. 

Wild. — And ' tis for that, if the truth were known. Well, Sir, look tot, for 
if I find you change this Opinion. 

Sir Barn. —If you do, Hang me, h, Carbonado, Fricaſee me:—1 tell 
thee I am fix d firm as a Rock; and ſo farewell. I have ten quart Bumpers to 
drink to the Kings Health to night, and they ſhall off as I'm an Orthodox Cap- 
tain; and ſoa Pox of all Roundheads : Come — boy. LExit. 

Wild, Who dares truſt mankind that ſees this fellow ? I am reſol d to have 
a trick upon him; Ile ſift him once more; my Footman ſhall be my Agent. 
Bened. — And here opportunely he comes. 


Enter Footman. 
Footm, —Sir, I dogg'd my Lady Lofty to the Captains houſe, and heard her or- 
der her Footman to fetch the Coach thither. 


Wild. - Why then hey for a tryal of Skill: Come friend; Sirrha come you 
hither to0, you muſt do a bus neſs for me: You can AR a Scorch Prieſt, can't 


Footm. Bread à Gad, Can I, Sir? and weel too. 


SOG EN E II. 


Enter Townly in Womens Cloaths, led in by Captain Porpuſs, 
and Boy after. 


Capt, — F Lady, welcome aboard, heartily welcome, as a man 
ſay : what, ho, there in the Cook-room ? where's my Wite 
have a little patience, Madam, and Vle fetch her inſtantiy.— 
Townly. —*Sdeath how I tremble ? | 
Capt. Oones, what a ſtrapping Quean's this! what a Bulk ſhe bears! and 
true Flemiſh built, 1 ſee that, by her Forecaſtle: Gad ſhe's a brave Frigot, and 
„ Re Tb gies REA nnny: Jas 


7. Og” 
Townly. —The Devil cram 2 inte Geof thy own Guns, and fhoot thee, 
off at the Tirks, e re thou liv'ſt to frig ſo agen. | 
Bey. Where did yon meet him, Sir? Im ſure he did not come by me. 
Townly. —A Pox on him, at the Garden. gate, juſt as L was whiſtling to get 
in; and ſeeing me peep about; he bluntly as d me who I would fpeak with? At 


that word I gave a ſtart, that | believe would have ſhook off Nature from a weaker 


conſtitution, and madefhift to tell him, his Wife; and (I thank him) he is now 
going to fetch her to me. | | 

Boy. —The merchandize had need be good, I'm ſure you venture hard. 

Townly.. — Sirrha I had nu way to get to her, but by this diſguize: but, d'ce 
hear ſirrha, go you inſtantly to my tether Miſtreſs, the Lady Aidicent, and de- 
hre her to meet me at Lockers this evening; and excule my abſence, and tell her 
I'm involy'd in a damnable Suit of Law, and have this day had a Tryal before 
the Judges in Weſtminſter-Hall : you Dog, you could tell a lye handſomely once 
with a Pox to you. bY 

Boy. O, Sir, never doubt me, L ſtiſl Maſter of my faculty. LF vir. 

Townaly, —I hope I ſhall be Miſtreſe of mine, if I continue in this habit -W O 
hours longer. A pretty, decent Garb this fkigh, and very proper to the bus nels ; 
for a Petticoat is as neceſſary for one that deſigns to run to another mans Wife, 
as Breeches are for a woman that intends to run from her Husband: But hark 
here they come; now to my poſture. 


Enter Captain and Livia. | 
\ 
Capt. Here is my Spouſe ready to embrace thee, fair Syrer of the Rocks, 
Livia. —Madam, I beg your Ladyſhips pardon, 1 have forgdt you. 
Capt, —What's that? forgot her ??? 
Townly. —Hell and the Devil! I ſhall be betray'd; ſhe does not h] · me 


Forget me, Madam ? what, your dear Siſter ? [ Whiſpers. 
Livia. — O, dear Madam! is it you? I beg your pardon a thouſand times; 
my dear (dear) Siſter ! [Kiſſes him. 


Capt. —Oh! is your memory come agen? forget her Qotha! that's a geod 
Jeſt indeed. 
Livia. — The ſolace of my youth, ſoul of my. joys, my life, my heart, my 
dear, dear, ſweet, charming-— | [Kiſſes him. 
Capt. —Ah poor Rogues, they make my mouth water to ſee em: *Sbud, 
Madam, Fm but a rough-hew'n Courtier; I cannot prate, nor complement, 
nor chatter fragments of Damn'd Poetry, not I.—But if you will have a taſte 
of my skill, you ſhall : you ſhall hear me fay, and Box my Compals, 
Tommy. —Plague that will he inſufferable. L Aſede, 
Capt. - Nore, Nore and by Eaſt, Nore, Nore-Eaſt, Nore-Eaſt and by Nore, 
Nore Eaſt: Nore-Eaſt and by Eaſt; Eaſt, Nore-Eaſt,” Eaſt and by Nore, Eaſt: 
Eaſt and by Sou, Eaſt, Sou-Eaſt, Sou-Eaſt and by Eaſt, Sou-Eaſt : Sou · Eaſt and 
by Sou, Sou, Sou Eaſt, Sou and by Eaſt : Sou, Sou and by Weſt; Sou, Sou. Welt, 
Sou · Weſt and by Sou, Sou-Weſt: Sou Weſt and by Weſt, | Weſt, Sou-Weſt, 
Weſt and by Sou, Weſt: Weſt and by Nore, Welt, Nore · Weſt, Nore · Weſt ang 
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by Welt, Nore · Weſt: Nore · Weſt and by Nore, Nore, Nore-Weſt, Nore and 
by Weſt, Nore. | 


Enter Rachell.. 


Rachel. I muſt have a trick to get this old Porpaſ out of the way, Sir z 
Captain Bluſter has ſent his Man to Jehre your company at the Three Cranes 
about earneſt bug nels. | 

Capt. —Bus'neſs ! a Pox of his bus neſs, what does he trouble me for? Can- 
not he get a Commiſſion for Convoy, cheat the King, and fo forth without me; 
Prithee tell him I'm engag d here with this Fairy, this Cherubin has engag'd me: 
Gads-bud, well remembred, Vle ſecure you both my ſelf till 1 come agen 
faith here's an Alcove, the beſt in the World for that bugneſs : Come, Madam, 
nay no drawing back; by Mars tis a frolick, and 1 am reſolv'd, to have my 
h 1 | 


umour. | 

Townly. —I (hall laugh, I ſhall never contain my ſelf. 

Capt. Spouſe, be fure you be kind to her; Hee hear; give her a Buſs for 
me: D'ce ſmile, Rogue? dee {mile ? Ile be with you preſently, faith : Get 
you in; go, get you in: So, if my bus'neſs is not done now, the [Locks em in. 
Devil's in't, for m ſure of her till my return; then, if ſhe yields upon a fair 
Summons, ſo; if not, I'le blow up her upper Deck, by Fove; Pme a true Tar- 
pawlin ; Pme for no Parlies. But now. Fle go to the Three Cranes, and ſee for 
Captain Bluſter. | LExit. 


Enter Sir Walter. 


Sir Walt. The old Blunderbuſs is gone, though long firſt ; I have bin ſtom d 
up in a Cole-hole under the Stairs for theſe two — the A and I have 
Rooſted together only to watch his going out; for l am reſolv'd to know the 
meaning of his Wives laſt project, for the Devil take me if I underſtood her; 
and who knows but it might be a Love-trick, a Sham, only to blind her Hus- 
bands eyes; Pm ſure I us d to be a lucky Dog at theſe matters. Hark! ſure 1 
hear her voice. 


Within. Livia. —Prithee let us laugh: I ſwear this was the pleaſanteſt 
Adventure I ever knew; Ha, ha, ha. ; 


Within. Townly. —To bubble your Husband too, Madam, and make him the 
Procurer ; Ha, ha, ha: Oh I could laugh eternally. 

Sir Walt. — The Devil! what's. this I hear? 7. in the Alcove ? 

Within. Townly. — And then to gull that Coxcomb, Sir Waker, of his Mi- 
ſtreſs too, that Tool of Knighthood, that Copper.farthing with the Kings ſtamp 
on't; to cheat him too is a true Scene of pleaſure; Ha, Cw ha. 

Sir Walt. ls it ſo, damn'd Raſcals ? O, for a Piſtal now charg'd with white 
Powder, that I might kill em both, and make oo noiſe on't. 

Livia, Could the Inſect imagine I low d him! what | love a fool? 

Sir Walt, —Fool! Ha, ha, ha; oh the damnable ignorance of Women. 
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Enter Captain. 


Capt. l have bin at the Three Cranes, and the Devil of any one is there to 
fpeak with me: ſure the Jilt abuſes me. 

Sir Walt. — The Captain! fo, now for revenge: now Jilt, now Raſcal, le 
requite your treachery : now ſhew a Jugling-trick and vaniſh : now ſhoot (like 
Atoms) through the key-hole, or like Mice under the door, if you can; Fle 
watch you, faith. 

Capt. — How now ! uds bud what's here? this damn'd Coxcomb-Knight 
noſing my game already? what bus nels have you here, Sir, ha? | 

Sir Walt. - Huſh man, ſpeak lower; and if you haye any regard to your 
honour, now look about you, for to my knowledge there is in that Alcove a per+ 
fon with your Wife, whom 

Capt, —Whom perhaps you love? Oones I love her too, make your beſt 
on't, [Offers to Draw. 

Sir Walt. —Piſh, prithee have patſence, and hear me: why thou think ſt 
thou'rt in a Storm fure by this bluſtering and ſwearing : I tell thee there is a 
perſon in that Alcou that 

Capr. That I deſire ſhould continue there ſtill, 

Sir Wat. Continue, Sir! what, with your Wiſe, Sir? 

Capt. —With my Wife, Sir. 

Sir Walt. —What, Townly ! that Villain Townly ? 

Capt. —Hey day! Townly! Ha, ha, ha, the fool's diftrated; prithee is 
Townly a Man or a Woman, ha ? 

Sir Walt. —Nay ſhe can beſt tell by this time. 

Capt. —Ay, ay, I'm a Cuckold, Ha, ha, ha, I'm a Cuckold, and Townly 
is with her, Ha, 2 ha? 

: Sir Walt. What a Pox d'ee laugh at? I tell you he is with her, I heard 
is voice. ; 

Capt. — Well, Sir, let him be there, he'l do no hurt, Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Walt. — Do her no hurt? is the Devil in him? why, believe your eyes 
then, Ple open the door. | | 

Capt Sir, ſtand off, Ple not have em diſturb'd, tis not civil. 

Sir Walt. Not civil! a Pox-- he's bewitch'd ſure ; what, to be reveng d of 
2 man that lies with your Wife, not civil ? 

Capt. —| ſay, not civil, Sir. 

Sir Walt. — Then you allow it ? 

Capt. —Yes, Sir, I will allow any thing they do. 

Sir Walt. —And'you ſaw em go in? ; 

Capt. — Ay, Sir; and more than that, I lock*d em in, and here's the ky. 

Sir Walt, —One is too little; all the Devils have poſſeſs'd him: you 
will be a Cuckold then? you — . ont? _ 

Capt. Now you lye, Sir, L lower your top-ſail; 
. quicky, or (See hear) I ſhall grapple,Lihall LS, of bis Har. 
board you; by this I ſhall, Six Mat. 1 


Six Walt, 


Wd) x. 

Sir Walt. . „Captain, ire you ? Do but hear me mun. 

Capt. -Away I tay, before Durandon be unſheath d. 

Sir Walt, -! tell you I heard him there; what a Devil ails him. 

Capt. I ſhall fwinge you confoundedly if you ſtay. 

Sir Walt, —Let me but open the door, and if I fy— 

Capt. — Ho, Bounce: there's a Gun then. Bounce: keep your Deck hoh. 
[Strikes him. 

Sir Walt, — What a Devil ails him? why, Captain !— 

Capt. —Hey boys, ſhe flies—Scowr, ſcowr, ſcowr ; ſo, fo, [ Runs him out. 
now the fooPs gone, come out Chickens, come; and how L Unlock: the door. 
docs my Miſtreſs do? ha! what almoſt tyr'd I warrant. 


Emer Townly and Livia. 


Townly. —No indeed, Sir, Ile ſtay another hour if you pleaſe. 

Capt. — Good faith no ſuch matter, Pve a cup of Sack within came from 
Teneriff;, come, weꝰ go and make a Collation, and ſing, and kiſs, and be merry; 
come tweet Pinnace: Gadzooks ſhe has the Buttocks; come Duck, 
come. LExeunt. 

Livia. — Thus far all is ſerene and clear; pray heay'n no Storm happen 
hereafter, for I muſt venture to go and part em, though l Call within Liv; 
find it will be diſſicult: Hark ! "ris my Lady Lofiy's voice. 0 —— * 
But I muſt beg her pardon now, l'm engag d. [ Exit. PEE 


Emer Gratiana and Wilding. 


Grat. Livia, Livia, where are you? 

Wild. — An ill-natur'd beauty deſerves to want company; who ist you 

ſeek ? 

Grat. -—'Tis my misfortune to find one I don't ſeek always. 

Wild. — Your notion is as treacherous as your humour: you would find me, 
I know you are in love with me. 

rat. —Obliging Vanity; for what I pray? 

Wild. — My Perſon, my Humour, Language and Wit; all which you have the 
vanity to believe you can beſt judg of. 

Grat. Ves, ſo well judg, to know your deficiency in either of theſe, I thank 

Stars. 

Wild. —Can you diſprove me? 

Grat. — Yes. 

Wild. — Do. 

Gras, —Firſt for your Perſon then. 

Wild. — Come, what of that ? 

Grat. —Heay'n keep me from prophaning it; tis a leud, foppith, cenſorious, 
noiſy perſon, a meer piece of puff- paſt, a fleſh-bag, that carries God a'mighty's 
fool to the Worlds great Mart, there ſells him to the Devil by Inch of le- 
for a Suburb Whore, and a Bottle of Champaign. 8 
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"Wild. —So, my Language? | 
Grat. 'Tis more barbarous than Datch; your words are creeping, the very 
Reptils of Language, and one would gueſs your Tutor was a Waterman. 
Wild. — Very well. My Wit? | 
Grat. —Premeditation only; you are like a narrow. neck d Bottle haſtily 
turn'd downwards; upon furprize one can get nothing out of you. You, Sir, 
(amongſt all men) ſhould love Plays, and pay double when you go; for twas a 


Comedy, and not a Colledge that ſet you up for a Wit. 


Wild, Excellent! Gad ſhe has put me into a ſweat. If abuſive railing may 


. paſs for Wit, Madam, I confeſs, you have ſhewn ſome now. 
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Grat. What! and to one I'm in love withall ? Conſider, Sir. | 


Wild. — Nay, do you conſider, Madam, you that are the very Mint of falſ- 


hood, in whole face treachery and ſmiles are promiſcuouſly joyn'd to cheat 
the adventurous fool that comes to harter You are— , 
Grat, —You are, | 
Wild. - Nay, Gad, now you ſhalt hear what you are, [if I have a heart to 
ſpeak it. [_ Aſide. 
You are one that nature doggedly deſign'd a plague to vex mankind : have at 
you in Verſe, y' faith. | : 
Tour Virtue, which as little has 
Of Beauty as your face, 
Was pram jan a bleſſing, but a guide 
For men to ſee your vanity and pride. 
Had you bin perfect, as juſt beavn Decreed 
with care you Mould not be, 
I bluſh to think, how your Diſdain would feed 
upon mortality. 
But ſince you are not good, nor kind, nor wiſe, 
whence can this pride ariſe, 


That makgs beſt graces ſeem Deformities. 


x 


Grat. —So: theſe I dare ſwear, Sir, are the fruits of your own Muſe by 
their little wit, and much ill nature: -and, I vow, I am fo ill at Rhiming, that 
1 have only one poor Couplet to return by way of Anſwer. 


TY are Pleaſure's ſlave, whoſe heart wild paſſions rule 
To fools a Wit, but the witry Woman: fool. 


Wild. —'Sdeath I can hold out no longer: If ſo many graces appear when 
ſhe's angry, what muſt ſhe be when pleag'd. 
Grat, —Come, Sir, your Repartee—what! are you grown dull o' th ſud- 


.dain ? 


Wild. —I ſee then, Madam, you'l never have done: Come, ſpeak on. 

Grat. I take no pride in ſpeaking of this ſubject. 

Wild, —That you glory to affront our Sex, I have pro d by my ſelf, 

Grat. — When you glory to begin Diſcourſes of this nature, tis rather you 
that give the affront. | | Mila. 


an 
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Wild. Meer deſign, upon my ſoul, on my fide, and only to try your humour 
and wit: why ſhould we differ thus, Madam, and waſte thoſe hours in tedious 
and unpleaſant wranglings, that ſhould be ſpent in the contrary extreme, kind 
wit, obliging looks, and tender notions. 

Grat. — And would you kill your Darling Satyr then? Satyr, your boſom. 

friend! and (if you are to ſpeak to a Woman) the very key of your Eloquence, 
and ſoul of your Wit and Fancy. 
Wild. — Madam, this Satyr you ſpeak of is a Cupid, bleſyd, ſweet, and 
charming: you ſaw it only in Diſguiſe, which now pull d off, the God himſelf 
9 kind, beautiful, and young, to glad my heart with love and tender paſ- 
ion. 


Grat. 
Wild. 
Grat. 
Wild. 
Grat. 
Wild. 


— Love! of what in the name of Virtue ? 

Of you. [Heav'n be prais'd tis out at laſt, 
—Of me! Ha, ha, ha: 1 ſwear you'r a fool then. 
Il am fo, who can help it; yet ſtill I muſt love on. 
— Swear. 

— By this dear hand. 


Alu.. 


LNrreell. 

Grat. — Agen. 

Wild. —Theſe dazling * that pretty powting lip, that Angels face, 
and Wit more ſacred,l do; ſo help me Love, and ſs may I thrive and proſper. 

gra. Nou have brought your {elf into a fine conditica: 

Wild, —The happieſt and moſt ſacred of my life. Loves intire ſelf is here : 
my Heart's his Pallace, and every artery and vein about me is full of Love, no- 
thing but Love: Does not the ſympathetick power Charm you? Do you not 
feel him, Madam ? 

Grat, — A little. 

Wild. —It will be more e're long: the Deity is now juſt blowing up the Coles 
that are to Thaw that proud, hard, frozen heart; I know it will be mine: Come, 
baniſh (Madam) the Virgins pride and coyneſs, and let the Goddeſs, like her ſelf, 
appear: Say then you love, you will; ſay inſtantly, for every word againſt it 
carries Fate. 

Grat. —Well, Sir, to fave your life 1 wilt; but— 

Wild. — Ah dear, charming, heav'nly creature! [Embraces her eagerly. 

Gr. —Nay, hear me out; for it concerns you nearly, beſure you are con- 
ſtant : I ſay, be ſure you are, for I am monſtrous paſtionate, and extremely jea- 
lous, and hate à Rival ev'n to Death and Hell; take heed to oblige in this, and 
then — n 

Wild. —ls there a pleaſure like Content in Love? No, tis impoſſible. 


The Warricar ſeeks the paths where Honour trod, 

The Aliſer courts the wealthy dax ling God. 

But th' Lover ſtill the — joy doth know; 
1 be 


By Beauty bleſi d, gains Para tow. . [Execunt; 


ACT.” 
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RET. v, 


Enter Wilding «nd Benedick. 


Bened, — T His comes of Railing, Tom : Did I not prognoſticate the re- 
T ſult of this buſineſs ? have I not hourly cultivated thee with 

that old phraſe, Amantinm ire Amoris? and art thou ſnapt at laſt? Ha, ha, ha. 

Wild, — You are merry, Sir; but he that laughs when there is no Jeſt, is 
like one that has a damn'd ſerious face, but no buſineſs, tis equally ridiculous. 

Bened. —Ha, ha, ha, to rail one ſelf into a paſſion, is the oddeſt method I 
ever knew; *tis a fit ſubj-& for a Scene; I intend to commend it to a Poet of 
my acquaintance. 5 

Wild. —Take heed, and pray that I get thee not at an advantage for if I 
do, I will be a perpetual plague to thee. A Coward that by chance has won a 
prize, brags not ſo much as I will Tyrannize. 

Bened. —Ha, ha, ha; but ſee yonder's your man diſguis'd, coming with 
Sir Barnaby e 1 find the trick takes. 

Wild. The Rogue hasdreſs'd himſelf like a Dominic an; now for a Tryal of 
my Roundheads Orthodox - honeſty ; I believe I ſhall find him a Recreant- 


Knight. Come, let's retire, and obſerve. [ Exit. 
Enter Sir Barnaby and Swift. 


Sir Bary, —How, Father? a Baſſa's Widow, ſay you? Me 

Swift, —Gud feth is ſhe, Sir, and Neice tal the Grand Vizier. 

Sir Bayn. —What, and in Love with me? ODS. 

Swift. —Sick, Sir, even to death for you ; nay, if ſhe were not almoſt paſt 
recovery, ye ſhou'd not ſo ſoon ha? known it, Sir; poor Lady, ſhe was bred from 
an Infant under my Guardianſhip; I was her Confeſſor at Rome; and lately be- 
ing enjoyn'd a Pennance here into England to viſit St. Coleman's Tomb; tis her 
hard fate to fall in love, Sir; nay, is likely to throw away a vaſt fortune upon a 
Heretick,, a Proteſtant I fear; and if ſo, ſhe's undone for ever. 

Sir Barn, —Od's heart here's luck now: Nay, good Father ſay not ſo, I am 
her Vaſſal, her humble ſlave, her dog, any thing. 

Swift. —Ay, Sir, there may be love enough; and though you are Married, 
we can get a Diſpenſation : but where's the Bleſſing ? where's the Sanctiſication? 
Pray what Religion are ye, Sir ? : 

Wild. o, there' the Choak-pear ; now liſten. Eau, 

Sir Ben. — What Religion am I? hum? why, faith, to tell thee the tru 


lam hum — Of what Religion am 1, d' you ſay ? 6 
Father, | am hum what Religi dy ef — 


— -— — 
— — — — een os 


Wild. —Ah! damm d Rogue; riow the word Orthodox can't get out of *'s mouth» 

Swift. —Ay, Sir, what Se&t ? what Opinion? 

Sir Barn, — Opinion? why, look Father, Pme of Opinion ghat—— but by 
e ſo bold, pray what Eſtate has this you {ay ſhe's 
very rich. 1.4 | 1220: ü ni! 
Swift. - Why, Sir, if you happen to prove an honeſt, godly Roman Cut holirk, 
ſhe ſhall have Ten thouſand pounds; but if you are a Proteſtant — = [ Angrily. 

Sir Barn. Not I man, I'me no Proteſtant, not I, nor never was, nor never 
will be, not I—'Sbud Ten thouſand pounds. Fe C 4 fide. 

Form —Or own any Allegiance or Power but his Holineſs the Pope, and See 
of Name. 1 . Jef: a 

Sir Barn. —Not1T, faith, the Pope's a very worthy, civil Gentleman; and 
for my part, I ever lov'd and honour'd him. 

Wild. So thou wou'dft the Devil if he brought but Money enough. 

Bened. — Without doubt, and own him, the ſame civil, worthy Perſon. 

Swift, —Son, Son, I fear you are not ſound at heart; I fear the weed of He- 
reſie has infected you, and you cannot diſpence with our Doarine. —_— 

Sir Barn. — Piſh, I can tell thee vrith all my heart maa, the Doctrige's a 
good Docttine; yes, faith, L like the humour oft well enough, and will diſpence 
with't, bate me but the wearing of a hair Shirt, and uſing Father Whitebread's 
unconſcionable Cat of Nine. tails. 

Swift. — Not for the World, Sir; to what keight wou d that fleſh rife, were 
it not ſometimes Diſciplin'd ? you are full of fin, Son, Fat, fat; very fat, 

Sir Barn. —Portly, portly, like the Ancient Britiſh Race, a Veſſel of choice 
Wares, a Man of Kidney, 

Swift. —Sce how Fate orders things; I never cou'd perſwade this Wiſe 
Lady to love a Lean man: by St. Andrew ſhe never cou'd endure em. 

Sir Barn, —Gad ſhe's a witty Woman, a moſt ingenious perſon I warrant 
her: and Ten thouſand pounds too! —Uds bud there's a Sum, there's luck, 
there's fortune: Go thy ways brother Fat, Gad thou'rt a brave fellow : but, 
Father, where is ſhe, Father? Pme impatient; let me fix ; let me fee her. 

Swift. —Firſt fix your faith, Sir; here arg your Beads, the Conſecrated 
tokens of your Coaverſion; be conſtant, and uſe em well; pray often, then be 


Sir Barn, Faith le do what 1 ban; but, Father, vou do me à very great 
favour to oblige me with half a ſcore good taking prayers: for to deal ingenu- 
ouſly with you, l am at preſent a little out of ſorts ; you know we Soldiers ate 


ſeldom very devour. 
Swift. — My care (halt ſtill attend you, Sir, —Gud feth, — 


Enter 4 Stamm with a Letter. 


Seaman, —For Father Sonny, theſe from Rhodes. ; 
| Swift. —Hah! and come io moſt happy time from her Uncle the Baſſe, wich- 
out whoſe conſent ſhe has formerly Vow?d not to Marry: and this 


doubtleſs contains his pleaſure. Tos 


„ 
— — 
— — - ——— 
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Reads. 


Letter. = Since my Neice is driven to ſuch extremity, and that her il 
* fortune obliges her to Love one whole Nation I hate; Iam forc't to conſent 
tot, but upon theſe two Conditions: - Firſt, that he be found of Quality; 
« and, fecondly, that he immediately turn. Muſſelman, or elſe my Curle and 
« Mahomets follow her. | 

Swift. — Woons what's here! why, this is worſt of all, baſe, irreligious, 
worſe, worſe than any thing. * | 

Sir Barn. — What? What's that? what, does he ſay I muſt turn Muſtard- 
man ? v2 414 

Swift, — Oh! more impious, barbarous, far beyond the. vaineſt of. all Sets 
and Herefies, a Fiend, a Musſle-man. 

Sir Bara. —Musſleman ! what a Fiſherman ? - 

Swift. —Worle, worle ſtill, far more criminal than the baſeſt of Functions; 
he ſays you muſt never Marry his Neice, unleſs you turn Tak. 

Sir Barn. Tf! Well, well, ſince it can't be help't, Ile turn Turł, man, 
Jew, Moor, Gracian, any thing: Pox on't, Ile not loſe a Lady, and ſuch a ſum 
for the ſake of any Religion under the Sun, by Adabomet not I.— [Throws 

the Beads away. 
Swe. But does not your Conſcience prick. you a little? 

Sir Barn. Not a jot, faith. Why you old fool, our Conſcience is our In- 
— and I have not been à Rebel ſo long ſure to have any ſqueamiſh fits 
at theſe years. | 

— Our Exprefs from the Levant brings word of a Fleet of Turbiſt- 
men coming hither, and tis ſuppos d upon ſome great defign, =_ 

2 There's your way, Son; and Vince it muſt be fo, obey Afahomet ; 
fight for the Grazd Signior, and win the Lady. | | 

Sir Barn. —Ple do't by Aba, by Aahomer I will; le go preſently and 
corrupt my Men; ſomewith bribes, ſome with promiſes and fair words, others 
with preferments: Then ſow Sedition mongſt the Mobile, win em with Pots 
of Ale, and Pen Loafs, to commit Ryots, Murders ;: there's your Policy! 
Ie do't I ſay; Pme ſure I'me ſafe, for my Aftrologer has ſecur'd my life, thert- 
fore Fle go on; and Hen SH Turi and I plunder the City, the Lady Mine, 
— Mine the Potegt Bullion, then Grandſire Grey-beard ſhalt thou be my 
Sa. . a | 


Enie, Witdeng ,. Benedick and e 


Vid. But ere that happen, grand Nuſtal, you ſnall be hang'd. 

Sir Bu. Wilding ! then l'me undone, and all the Stars have fail'd me. 

Wild. —By Alabumet have they, and moſt haſely too; Thou Turn Coat ſlave, 
where's your Orthodot Opinion Bw vou eas in Fer quart Butmpers to 
whe King d youate nbi ſitſtoſer tho po pe and wen for il bum cizher, or any 
des io there's but Money: Plunder the City,” raiſe the Mobiley Plot: wh — 

1 By . : ; Pracft-- 
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Prieſt here, otherwiſe call d my Foot-man, and Coach-man the Tarpawlin : 
What think you now, Sir ? [ Pulls off their Diſpuiſete- 

Sir Barn, —His Foot- man! was ever Politician ſo-ore-reacht. © 

Juſtice. Secure him as a Traytor, and carry him to my houſe, where Ne 
take his Examination, and accordingly make his Aittimus to Newgate. 

Sir Barn, — Well, I ſee I maſt be hang'd, and there's an end oft; but my 
Aſtrologer's a damn'd Dog for telling me 1 ſhau'd be a Duke though. But come, 
ſince it can't be help't, Ile een ſay my prayers, and ſuffer patiemly, as the reſt 
of my Tribe have done before me. : LE. 

Fuſtice, — Away, away with him. . 

Wild. — Was there ever ſuch a Raſcal ? | 

Bened. — Yes, Thouſands in their hearts; but ſome are ſtanch Politician 
with a Pox to em. 

Wild. Rogues that ſpeak Treaſon by allufion and ſwwile ; a new way they 
have got, wou'd there were a new — of hanging too: but come, tis late, my 
Miſtreſs treats to night, thou ſhalt ſup with me there. 

Bened. '— Your Miſtreſs! ob, is it come to that? 

Wild. — Yes, Sir, and ſhall continue ſo, I'm now Converted. . [Exewn. 


Enter Millicent and Townly's Man. 2 
Mall. — Was not that Mr. Wildirzs Coach that went away juſt as we came 


Serv. —Yes, Madam, and I heard him bid drive to my Lady Left) i. | 

A. — Pray heav'n he did not ſee me: Friend, your Maſter is a very naugh- 

ty perſon to occaſion me to venture my reputation in fach a cenfortous 

lace. 

g Serv. —He'l repair that fault, Madam, when he delivers his buſineſs. | 
Alt. —Lord, what an odious houſe tis! fough, what a ſtink is here of 

Tobacco? Can this be a place of pleaſure for men of ſenſe ? , 

Serv. —Now, Madam, I hope you will believe me: here's my Maſter. 


in 


Enter Tomnly in Womens Cloaths, 


A. —This he? what, and Metamorphos'd to an Exchange. Wench ? 
Townly. — So Fove, the Sire of all the Gods above, 
Transform'd himſelf to gain Europas Love. =, | 

Madam, I fee you'r a Woman of Honour by being thus punctual, and ought 
to be truſted another time. | 

Mill, 1 doubt that's more than I can ſafely ſay of you; hope your Law. 
buſineſs is ended, _ ? | 

Townly. — Yes, | have overthrown my Adverſary at laſt ; but we had a 1b 
bout of? rt, ah. i . 

Mil. — And you came juſt now from Weſtminfter-Wall in. this garb? 

Townly, —No Child, in this garb, no: 1 only devis'd this to be ſecure from 
diſcovery ; for if I am not miſtaken, I ſaw Sir Waker below in a Ground room; 
and he and I are fallen out of late. H 2 Mil. 


-=_y = 


N Mill. — Sir Walter! . 


D * 

ight am I in? are you ſure he did not ſee 
me J 
ly Townly. No, nor me neither; he was very buſie playing at Tick-ta& with 
one of the Drawers. | ; . | 


4 


Euter Serve with- Cloaths, 


| Serv. —Sir, the Porter has brought your Cloaths. 
Townly. —So, ſo that's well: Come, Lia, help me to Uarig : Pull off theſe. 


J Yamn'd Cobweb-Caps here, and give me my-Peruke. - 
All. — And did you really diſguiſe your ſelf thus for my ſake? [Puts 


on his Wigg. 
Townly. —Upon my ſoul did I; and if you don't think this a proof of my, 
Love and Conſtancy, Gad, Madam, you're ungrateſul. | 
All. —Nay, rather than be thought fo, I will believe you. | 
Tony. —You have reaſon I think; you know I hate Lying. Come, ſirrah, 
give me my Coat. | [_ Boy helps it on. 


Enter the Captain, 


| 
| Capt. —I dogg'd my beloved Pinnace to this houſe, and have now loſt her : 


I'me afraid ſhe's no better than a Fiteſhip, and ten to one comes heroto 
be Man'd. How now! who are theſe ? 
Tommy. _Dgmmee, Sir, is this civil to intrude? Hah.! the Captain! 


[ Starts. 
il. — Oh! fatal Chance! Au. | 
Capt. — Oones, what's here a Man ! Oh! Pme undone! abugd! a Cuckold ! 
oh! damn'd Whore , what turn'd to a Man? | 
Serv. —How ! the Captain ? nay, then all's diſcover'd ;, but l'le run and 
Inform Madam Livia, it may be. ſhe may help my. Maſter. [Exit., 
Capt. .—A Mermophrodite, à. Man! Oh! Villain, le give thee a Chace, Gun 
preſently, a damn'd Son of a Whore. [ Draws. 


1 Townly.. — A Man! what d' you mean, Sir? why me a Woman I aſſure 


you, and a near Relation of this Lady's, upon my Honour. [Court ſies. 
Cut. —What, a Woman? 
| Townly. — Yes, and this habit. is only -a preparation for a. Maſquerade» to 
night; pray reſorm your Error, and, do not fright me, Sir; 1 tell you l me a 
Woman. 
Capt. Sbud ſhow, ſhow, I'le not believe you unleſs you ſhow. 
7. ownly. Sdeat what ſhall I do; nay more than that, Sir, upon my Honour 
Vme quick-with Child. 
| Capt, — How, Quick ! that's very likely: Oh! Dolt, Dunce, Fool, not to per- 
ceive the cheat before. Quick in"the Devil's name. 
Townly.. — This is ſtrange -rudenels, dir, to one you never ſaw before. 
Capt. No, no, I did not bring my Wife to you this afternoon, did 1? 
Au. — How, bring:his Wife to him ?. 


| 
. 


Townly, —To me, Sir? Oh! the Devil nowall comes out. CAſide. 
Capt. —No, no, nor like a Sea-Calf as I was, 1 did not lock ye both up to- 
gether in the Alcove, did I? 

Mil. "Tis plain now, this diſguiſe was not meant to me, but Livia. Oh! 
perjur d Traytor ! | 1 12% 

Capt. —That I am a Cuckold, is moſtcertain and a notorious Cuckold, and 
by my own .contrivance too; had I teen tranſlated to a Sea horſe, a Dog, # 
Calf, or any beaſt but that, | ſRou'd have been contented : but a Sea-Cuckold 
bud *tis the moſt Horrid Monſter it has. 

Townly. — A Cuckold! why then, Sir, upon my faith I'me incapacitated ſor 
any ſuch buſineſs. 

Cant. —A plague of your Capacity, Ile ſcowr your Midſhips prefently ; 
thus, Sir, and thus. Monſieur Ramparr, . | 


Enter Sir Walter. 


Sir Walt. —How now, what's the matter? 

Capt. —A Raſcal, a Cheat, a Cuckold making Villain. 

Sir Walt, —How, Townly? 

Cape. — What, Townly ? Oh! Damn'd Rogue, is he all this while too? 

Townly. —So, Pve made a fine buſineſs on t. 

Sir Walt. — Oh, Traytor! have we catcht you at laſt? Mal him, Captain, 
Mawl him, he has Mawl'd you in the perſon of your Wiſe, to my knowledge. 
Hah ! what's there my Spouſe too! 

Mill. —My Husband! Oh! curſt minute! 

Capt. — Nay, he has mawl'd us both if the truth were known. 

Sir Walt. —My Wife found with him in an Eating alias Bawdy-houſe: Ay, 
*tis evident now I me a Cuckold both ways. 

Capt. — However this Horn of mine ſhall knock his brains out. : 

Sir Walt. — And mine. [Strikes bim 

Townly, — death I ſhall be Murder'd: 


Euter Three Officers. 
1 Offic. — Here he is: Sir, I arreſt you at the Suit of Timothy Turpentine, 
in an Action of col. Come, you muſt along with me. [ Gives A paper. 
T ownly. — Sir Timothy Tarpentine ? what a Pox is the meaning of this? 1 
know no ſuch man: Tis Livia hand; oh! the dear Creature, 
Reads. 


I queſtion whether you deſerve this, however, Ewing your - neceſſuy, I hu 


concert d to get you off 5, meet me at the corner of the not Street, and bereafter (if © 


paſſubly your ſex can) be grateful. 


— — — — „ _ 


1 Offic, r 


—— ̃ — — 


—— 
8 
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1 Offic. —Sir we are not us'd'to delay; come, Brother, take him away; 
Sir Walt. —Ay, and the Devil go with him 


Townly. Well, Gentlemen, ſtay till I put on my Breeches, and Ile obey your 
Authority, 


1 Off. —Oh! Sir, we'l take care of the Breeches, never fear : Come away, 


away. | 

Capt, No remedy, no revenge upon this Raſcal; have boarded and took 
a Galiaſs of the Turks with 800 Men in her, to loſe my Honour here at home 
by a damn'd-Fly-boat, with one Gun, a Fiſherman, a Flap-Dragon, a Plague 
upon his Capacity, 

Sir Walt. This comes of Pimping, Captain ; you muſt keep the door; twas 
not civil to diſturb *em a fine time to' ule manners in, by my troth: And a 
man of ſenſe, as | was, was not to be believ'd; your own Judgment, forſooth, 
muſt paſs, not knowing that *tis as uanatural for a true Tarpawlin to have Wit, 
as a true Wit to have Money. | 

Capt. — This comes of Matrimony. On my Conſcience I had been an Ad- 
miral before now, if it had not been for a damn'd Wiſe. 

Sir Walt. Come, prithee let's go and make our ſelves drunk to put us in 
heart. *Tis ſome comfort to me however, to know that this bluſt ring fool is a 
Cuckold as well as my ſelf. [ Aſide. 

Capt. —A Quean, a Jilt; Oons Ple go home and flea her. 

Sir Walt. —And ſo will L mine : and, Captain, doſt hear, we'l have two pair 
of Gloves made of their skins, and make a preſent of em to the Devil, to keep 
us from any more ſuch bargains. 

Capt. — With all my heart , Gads bud. [ Exemm. 


SCENE IL 


Enter Winifrid and Rachel. 


1 

Winf, — Achels. 

Rach, — Madam. 

Winif. —Give me the Pomatums and her Night-gloves; her hands have bin 
fery exceeding rough all this day. | 

Rach. — There has been a ſharp Air, Madam. 

Winif. — Got pleſs me, how pale her looks! It has made her lips chap 
too. 0 

Rach. - All will be ſmooth and beautiful to morrow, Madam. 

Winif. —-No, I vow my pewrties, I think, is in decays, as Moons in Wanes, or 
Flowers in Autuinns, Racheli, how doſt thou like me in theſe Dreſſes? SS 
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thou have heart-burnings os 151 for me, if thou wert a Gentlemans; 


hah ? 

Rach. —I wou'd I were one to put you to the proof. 

Wizif. — Nay, without doubt theſe Finners muſt be pecoming in beds, where 
there is good faces, look you; but what nauceous, ugly Night: dreſſes the men 
have, as got pleſs me; I never fee a mans with his Crop ears and his Nighe-caps, 
but I think upon crete Rogue, one Shinkin, ap Powell, ap Shone, ap Davy, ap 
Cadwaller, that was hang d in Momgemery, 

Rach. — Will not Mr. Benedick, g0 down with you, Madam? he, L hope, has 
a face that wou'd ſet off any Dreſs. 

Winif. Dull faces is the worſt of all I yow, he is the fery Snail of- his Sex, and 
much fitter for Lawyers, than Lovers; he wou'd loſe Miſtreſs for punctilio's, 
like a filly Rogues; and as, got ſave me, he that loſes one critical minute, ſhou'd 
never be happy by another for Winifrid, 

Rach. - ever took him for a brisker man than to loſe any Love occaſion- 

Winif, —Fery good, then you do not know him fo well as I, Rachels;, peſides, 
he has put wrongs and affronts upon Vinum; and when her Welſh pload up, Gads 
plut Revenges ſhall follow: Therefore, Rachels, pe ture you perform my Or- 
ders. 

Rach. -I have made ready the Hanging. bed, Madam, and Oyl'd the Cords 
and Pulleys, as you bid me, but am wholly ignorant of your deſi 

Wimf. — Deſigns is cood and ſertusus, I wou'd expoſe leud fellows to Eyes 
and Obſervations, and Jeers and Laughters, look you: Heark what noiſe is 
that ! tis he l hope: and now for wel tricks and fallacies, LEA. 


Enter Gratiana, Townly, Livia. 


Townly: Moſt certainly he has diſcover'd us, for he ſavy us take Coach. 

Grat. —And, Madam, are you fure he purſu d you hither ? 

Livia. — Ah! too ſure, Madam, he's at the door by this time; and being 
almoſt drunk, is poſſeſt with the ſtrangeſt fury and ill. nature, that unleſs you 
conceal me, who knows what his Barbarity may incite..him to. Ah! Madam, 
Heay'n'keep you from ſuch a Husband. [Wreps. 

Townly, — Ah! Dear cunning Creature! [_ Afede.- 

Grat. — If theſe are the bleſſings incident to fuch a life, I think the Prayer 
is neceſſaty. Come, Madam, be comforted, and all the aſſiſtance I can lead 
you be ſure of. Poor foul, ſhe weeps extremely. 

Townly.. --Weep ! I, Mill-Rones; | N 

Grat. Vou are not involvꝰd in this buſineſs; I hope, Sir, the Captain has o 
reaſon to extend his rage to you. | 

Townly.. — Not to me, 'dsheart I am plung'd deepeſt of all, Madam; he de- 
ſigns to cut my Throat, to Stab, to Piſtol me only for taking her part. 

Grat. Madam, that door opens into a private, back Apartments go and 
lock your ſelf in, whilſt I try if I can pacifie him: Hark! I think- CExa Li RAY 
Tear him, in, in quickly: Nay, not you, Sir, | tell you! tis a pri- ; 
vate Apartment, and not fit to entertain. men. 1 11 | 


— — — 


—— 


bs — ————— ů ————— ů—pů ů 
— d:ᷓ—ů — 


. 
„ 


vil 59 ip + | 
. "Tawnly. — Entertamment! The | take me, Madam, if I expe any. 

Grat. —You'l not be rude I hope, Sir; pray come back, I wonder what 
you take me for. 

Townly. —Take thee for ? why a good, fair, charming: Ah! Plague here 
ſhall I Rand chatting punRilio's till | have a Bullet lodg'd in my head. For 
Heav'ns ſake, Madam; if not there, ſhow me ſome other place; for if he ſees 
me, Pme undone. 

Grat. Oh! you can ſhift, Sir, you can ſhift; your ſex is excellent at it; 
and were youdiſtre(sd, I know cou'd climb a Chimney as dextrouſly as e're a 
black boy in Shoreditch, | 

Townly, —Yes, choak't with Soot, ere I got half way, come tumbling down 
like a ſmoak't Flitch of Bacon. 

&rat. Or upon occaſion to fhow your Agility, leap from a Window; theſe 
are large, and wide, Sir, and fit for ſuch a purpoſe. 

Townly. —Ay, and high enough to break ones neck too; *Sdeath, Madam, 
d' you make a Gib-Cat of me, and think I can leap three Stories, and pitch up- 
on all four; Fye, fye, Ibeleech you have Charity. 

Grat. —What, lock you up in the dark with another mans Wife; a very de- 
cent piece of Charity indeed : but by this fear of yours, Sir, I guels you to be 
ſome Criminal; I have heard ſhe had a Gallant ; and now I think on't, it may 
be you are the Man. | 

Townly. — Now a lucky lye to help me off, or I'me ruin'd: Tom Wilding, 
Madam, indeed was ſuſpected: but for my part, I never had ſuch good for- 
tune, I. a 

Grat. What is't he ſays, Wilding? who, Sir? Pray that agen. 

Townly. — Mr. Wildmg, Madam, à witty man, and the beſt at a Wheadle and 
Town-Gallantry of any one I know. 

Grat. —Perjur'd Traytor ! how oft has he ſwore he never Loy'd any one 
but me? And, Sir, are you fure he is the man ? | 

Townly. — Madam, why all the Town knows it: TKO hEs too cunning to 
confeſs any thing : Come, dear Madam, ſome Lobby or Cloſet , ſomething. 
Hark! what noiſe is that? 

Grat. There is no Faith in man; none, none I ſwear; for when they vo, 
they lye; and if they weep, tis Crocodile. like, aftes they have done a miſchief, 
Once more then farewell, ſoft paſſion, and all my tide of Love now turn to 


Anger. L Exit. 


Townly. —Nay, Madam, Madam, What gone at laſt, and left me, the De- 
vil's in theſe. Virtuous Women, they are ever ill- natur d. An honeſt, good. 


*humour'd Whore wou'd have been damn'd e're ſhe wou'd have left a Man fo, 


but wou'd have found ſome hole or other to put one in. Well, here's hang. 
angs however, Gad Ile creep like a Rat in here, fince there is no other 


hopes. LE. 


Enter Millicent and Rachel. 


Mill. Is it poſſible there can be ſuch Treachery ? are you ſure you ſay 
him here with Livia? 1 


\ 


_ 


if he ſhou'd take a Ghoſtly Oath for Reformation. 


SNN 
' Rach. ——Mr. Townly is a Mam ſo generally known, Madam, that you need 
not fear my her Blogs, "Y l 
Mill, — Tis plain now, the Arreſt was only a trick of hers to get him off; 
Oh! ſubtle Devil, ſhe out-wits me every way. Well, bring me but to 
and I have my wiſh : there's a Purſe for thee; an Earneſt of a greater reward, 
if I find thou canſt keep a ſecret. 

Rach. —So theſe are the infallible keys that unlock the Conſciences of all 
my Function: This is certainly one of Townly's conveniencies; a Mifs of Qua- 
lity, as he calls em, that is grown jealous, has d him hither, and deſigns 
hereafter to make him pay tor his Treachery. am, I have conſider d on t, 
and will do 2 beſt endeavour to ſerve you; pray follow me ſoftly, l' me ſure 
he's not far off. | 

Aal. —Believe a man when he ſwears ? No, Ide believe the Devil ſooner, 

0 CEx. 


Enter Benedick and Winifrid. 
ws —— will you Marry me, as Got pleſs you? will you always have 


_— elities indeed? | | 
B — Oh! will 1 live? will I be happy ? prithee do not doubt me. 
. uy heart does ſo tremble and peat, and her was fo u- 
Bened. —Of what, my Dear? there is no cauſe. 
Winf. —Oh! there is crete Cauſes; for when firginities is gone, what will 
pecome of my poor Souls, look you ? | 
Bened. —Thy Soul! why, it ſhall be exchang'd for mine , and, happy we, 
ſhall by the Tranſmigration be Immortal. 
Winf. I ſwear you are fery leud mans to tempt me thus. 
Bened. -I ſwear you are more cruel to deny me thus. 
Winif. —Oh! Heav'ns! but her was afraid tis grievous fins. 
Bened. —'Pſhaw, 'pſhaw, a Sin! no, no, a Trifle, no more than telling a 
lye, a Venial Error. Gad I muſt make haſte, for if ſhe get once into a Reli- 
ious vein, the Devil can't retrieve her. Come, come dear creature, delay is 
h to me. 
Winif. Well, get you to that ped there, Ile go and diſpoſe Rache/s out 


ol the way, and then if you will be ſo unnaturals. 


Bene. Do not believe Iwill. Go fly then with all the Wings of Love, 
for I ſhall wait thee with impatience. | 
Winif, — Alas poor fools, her ſhall return too ſoon if her knew all. Now 
for the reſt of tricks and projets, and then — ſhall laugh, and take re- 
— of dull fellows, that loſe Pleſſings, and Critical Minutes, and Love- 
ſeaſons. [Ext 
Bened, — Conſent adds as much to the Joys of Love as Beauty; tis the 
life, the ſoul of Enjoyment , when a dear Amovr, by talking, toyling, 
ſweating and ſtrugling diminiſhes half = pleaſure ; and is juſt like one _ 
X t 


L208) 
rides a tedious Fourney 3 damn'd trotting Horſe, to poſſeſs an inconſide- 
rable profit, not worth — of his pains. She ftays long, pray heavin the 
does nat fall into a Fit of Religion agen, that's all my. fear, Fo 1! 
Capt. within. —There's 2 Room lock't ; by MA Vie fee what's theres ' 
" Rened. —Hark! what noiſe is that? à plague on her trifling; if ſhe'de' come 
and lock the door, we ſhou'd be ſafe. | 
Cap. le hear no Excuſes, either let me ſearch fairly, os Vie ſend for my 
Lord Chief Juſtices. Warrant. nu! 


Enter Livia. | 182428 


| 17 

Livia. —Was ever poor Woman ſo diſtreſy'd? if I had ſuid a minute 
longer in that room, he had certainly found me, for tis unſurniſti d, and has 
no place of ſhelter. Where Lam, I know not; nor what way to eſcape. Oh J. 
for a favourable Window now, but one Story high, opening into a heav'nly 
Garden ; Ide venture a Leg or an Arm with all my heart: Hark! he's coming, 
oh! whither ſhalt I run.—Ha, what's here a bed? I think tis ſo; Ile wrap 
my ſelf. in the-Bed-cloaths, it may be ſome obliging Deity will pity me, and 
caſt a miſt beſore his Eyes. 

Bened. She keeps her word I ſee. 


- 


L hol v . 
Livia. Ah! What's here a Man. Pray, L Bened. goes te ambrace her, ſhe 
Sir, let me go, I am not the perſon you expect. ſbricks and ftarts back, 
What's here a Cheſt ? Ile get in here, it maybe { Here the Bed i drum wp. 
this may ſecure me, | [Gets into the Cheſt. 

Capt. Search you that Cabin, Sir Walter, whil& 1 go in here and ſound yon- 
det Sugar Cheſt. ä FE van I Lind 

Bened. —Hah! that's a mans voice, ſome-body is coming ig hitber ſure 52 
but, by way of prevention, Ie go and bolt the door. How-now'!; what a De- 
vil is the meaning of this? wheres. the Floor ? I belieye the Devil is building, 
and has taken it away: to ſupply bis Domeſtick occaſions, 


Enter Captain and Gtatiana. . 


Grat. fealouſie, like ſickneſs, is ever forming monſtrous fancies: Pray what 
have you found now ? wou d he had her, for. I hate her for that Fraytor Wald- - 
ing's lake. | 4  [Afice., 

Cop he Scuds before th: Wind now, but I ſhall weather her anon: How 
now ? what have we here a bed, and hanging in the Air. by Geometry? 

Grat. My Nieces bed, Sir. made aſter the manner af a ,Wekp Hamack ; 1 
believe ſhe's in it too, you had be rude now, and difturb her. 

x Ga —Hamack? -wby how the Devil can ſhe get into it? Oons cag ſhe, 
8 —No, Sir, and yetmake.y(e of it when ſhe has occaſion. "260" 

Cant. —Comey come, the ſearch, I'le. ſes. who's there. Well, what 
News, Sir Walter, 1 Urn +: | 7 
1 | | | 5 fx. 


4 


xt: 


ZN G 
Euer Sir Walter. 


Sir Walt. —News! rare News, bleſſed News; why l have ſtund r 


there has been hopeful Gojng yo Vonder behind the Hangings. 
Cape. — Between whotn 


Sir Wale. — Ev'n Townly and your bleſſed Wife; they have been.Cotmeni- 
cating, it ſeems, for your good, Captain, 


Capt. —Oh Dog! oh Rakal! ſteer me to him quickly— Sbud Fle flea him 
as I wou'd do an Eel, 
Sir Walt, —I can but laugh to think how demurely, how ſneakingly the 
Rogue ſtood up in the corner among the Cobwebs. 
Capt. — A Pox, bring me to him; do that; let me ſee him. 
Grat. — So this will be ſome revenge upon her however. UAL. 
Sir Walt. — They are ſecur'd, and Ile ſhew thee the place; but He not be 
ſeen in perſon, for a private reaſon, beſt known to my ſelf. 
Grat. —Nor I neither, though I wiſh her the puniſhment ſhe deſeryes; Ple 
not be acceſſary. [ Aſide. 
Capt. I care not, away, Port hard, and put the Keel a-Weather; away, 
WT. LFE. 
Livie. So, now I hope Fortune will ſmile upon me. 


Bened. -—'$death here's a whole Troop coming, and Wilding amongſt * em; 
is there no way to eſcape? 


Enter Sir Walter, Wilding, Winifrid, and Sorvarits. / 


Wild. — Ha, ha, ha; there in that hanging. bed, ſay thov? 

Winif, — Yes, I fow in Altitudes and — of wins company's; 
Alas! poor Shentleman's. 

Onnes. —Ha, ha, ha. LA lnb at Benedick. 

Sir Walt. — How Benedick ? 

Winif. —Cood morrows, cood Sir, methinks Loves, and Paſſions, and _ 
Pedfellows makes her look fery 5 — and wan, cood Sir. 

Sir Walt, —This comes of Whoring, Benedick; this comes of W 

Wild, — How ? is ſhe angry, ſay'ſt thou? [Enter Rachet, nd 


whiſpers Wilding. 
L Sir Walt. —Ha, ha, ha. 


Bened. I (hall be angry, Sir, if vou purſue this humour; but for thee, Ie 
oaly give thee this Curſe, may Pride, Pox, and Poverty poſſeſs thee till thou 
art nauſeous to thy on Sex, and contemprible to ours. &xit. 

Winef. Ah, ſay your prayers petter, and chuſe pleſſed minutes and oppor- 
tunities, you never elſe will win fair Ladies, upon my Souls, look you: 


12 Enter 


7 . r 
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Buer Coptain and Towoly fighting, Millicent Maikr, and Servants. 


Sir Walt. Udſo, the Porpoiſe appears now, cheer up my hearts, here's a 
Storm a coming. So, Captain, you have found em l ſee. [Parting em. 

Capt. —Found who, Sir? what mean you, Sir, Hoh? 

Sir Walt. — Mean, Sir, hoh ?-I mean you're a Cuckold, Sir; what a Pox 
ſhou'd I mean? 

Capt. — With your favour, Sir, 1 ever give precedence to one of your Qua- 
lity z you are a Knight, Sir. | : 


Sir Waits. Hut my Wiſe is no ſuch Strumpet, Sir, to follow a man about the 


Town, Sir ; Ha, ha, ha, Nay, Madam, you muſt not leave vs, faith. 
| [She's going, and be bolds ber. 
Capt. — No, faith Madam, you muſt not leave us, you muſt unvail firſt, 
yours is a face, the Gentleman may know if he looks twice upon't. 
Sir Walt. — Yes, yes, I have had the Honour to ſee her :— What's here? 
what my. Wiſe! | 


— — No, no, a Strumpet, a Quean, that follows every man, Ha, ha; 


Sir Walt. — My Spouſe ! oh! Impudent ! oh! Salacious Varlet ! Jilt! Fe+ 
ſabel ! let me come to her. 

T ojwynly. — Pray hear me, Sir- 

Capt. —Ay, pray hear him, Sir. 


Sir Walt. —Yes, you're a precious fellow to be heard, Sir: Oh, Raſcal, did 
ou not ſwear by Gog, and Magez, and two or three Devils more, never to. 


iolate the Perſon of my Wiſe. 
Townly. —Nor have . Sir, upon my faith. 
Mill, — This is my time to eſcape, if ever, and I ſee I muſt make 3 it. 
Ex. 


Sir Walt. — And did I not for this reaſon read her ore, as it were a Lequre - 
to thee? nay, there's ne'rea Wart nor a Mole about her but 1 defcrib'd, like a a 


Son of a Whore as I was. 


Townly. I confeſs it, Sir, and my Fidelity both to her and you, I hope, 
has been apparent. 

Capt. —Ay, ay, behind the Hangings very apparent indeed. Well, ſince 
this is the fate of Wiving; *Sbud, for the future, Ile ev'n revenge my ſelf in 
the ſame manner; I have two Whores that lye yonder at Wapping; they are 
well waſh't, and tallow'd; and want only Rigging: by Mars Ple board 'em to 
night. 5 

Livia. — What, both; Sir ? both I beſeech you, ſpare one till to morrow. 

[Peeping out of the Cheſt, 

Cart. — My Wife here too, and conceal'd in the Sugar-Cheſt. | 


Livia. —Shall not I have the Honour to warm their Night-Cloaths, or untye 


their Shooes, Sir? a poor Caſt Say lor of yours that wants employment. 


Capt. —Ns : 


570 C36 Y © 
C, =No; Miſtreſs, yen unt Bearded alveidy, ir ſeems a new Officer 
—* and no doubt but he has gin thee = ; 
Livia. Not yet, Sir; I am not prepar d; I am not Walh't | nor Tallow'd, 
as your two Whores are at N : 
apt. Plague on her, the has got the Wind on me. - 1— , 
Livia. —Bchaving your ſelf ſo honourably towards me; cob d you not for- 
bear being Jealous, Sir? nay, and of Mr. Townly:rooz when had not his In- 
trigue with y Lady Afdlicent-a little free'd me, Lord, whata Storm poor 1 
ſhou'd have ſuffer'd under your boiſterous imagination, 
Sir Walt. —Thou notorious Varlet, did not I poſitively. enjoy thee to 
rules of modeſty, and not to touch any thing bare —— her ankle, bak - um 
your hand; art thou Guilty, or not Guilty? hah ! .Y 
Townly. — Not Guilty, my Lord. 
Sir Wall. — Well, though [ know thou lyeſt; a Pox take thee, I will be: - 
lieve thee, becauſe tis for my quiet; but 1 will fight with thee too, becauſe it 
is far my honour ; .make thee beg thy liſe, and afterwards kill thee to ſatisſie my 
revenge; ſor thou baſt, | vehemently ſuſpect, made me a double Cuckold both! 
in Wife and Miſtreſs, and — double ſhall be rhe puniſiment. | 
Capt, — Nay, it (hall be Treble, for Vie have a ſnack of f him, by Mars. 
Townly. —50 | ſhall be cut into ſteakes fare; and fry'd for their Suppers : 
Look, Gentlemen, pray no more words ont as far a8 my Sword can go, tis 
heartily at your ſervice. \) 1 
Sir Walt. — When this is done, Vie bid fareweth. to this dama'd debauch's . 
Town; for my part, I'leſoowr-down'to Lancafhire and reap my Barley: 
Capt. —And Ple to Sea agen, I and my Jolly.Crew.: 
2 — Whores and all, Sir? 
t. — Yes, Buttock, Whores and all; there will I Conquer ſome flouriſhing © 
d, 2 I will plant a Colony, live out the reſt of my days merrily, and 
defie the Devil and Fortune. 
Livia.. — And I, poor melancholy Widow, will devote my ſelf to my Cloſet, 
and ſpend the reſt of my days in Prayers and Contemplations. 
Winif. —And that is fery lollitary livings and recreations, þ upon my Soul is 


it, look yo. 8 
Enter Wilding and Gratiana. 


Wild. Not to hear my defence, is barbarous. 
Grat. Tis Juſtice when the wrong's fo palpable. 
Wild. — Your — makes em ſo, although they are not. 
Grat. —You are rude, k r wa [ Flines * 
Wild, — There's no 2 A 1 
The Ambitious.Stateſman gay, and fond of Rule, 
The Witleſs Courtier, and the Upſtart Fool 
had never half this Vanity; yet you ſhall ſee your Error. Heark, Sir! did 
you tell this Lady I was a Servant to Madam Livia there. a [To Townly. 


T ownly:; 


« (2tog? 


-Tewaty: — «et por on Lying 
will be my ruine one time or other. PRE & | 
Why, th Tn Lada freely with thee, leonfel 100 rell her tome ſuch 
neſs : 

Wild. Then, Sir, enten Raledh and bbw ne. ä \ 

Townly. Not a foot, by chis light I will not ght with thee, Ten om, fre 
Supper: But to put an end to the buſineſs. 

Madam, what | told you was a damn'd Lye, and there is no truth in me. 

ud. —That's not — Sir: did ever I {peak to thee of that Lady ? 

Tommy. Never, never, the Devil take me if thou didſt. 

Wild.” Nou, Madam, what ſatisſadion muſt l expect? 


Grat. -A man of Honour will be contented with what's reaſonable: hack 8 


my hand. 

Wild, Heart and Lip too, or elſe the Article's not Seal'd. [Kiſſes ber. 

Grat. —Beſides, if you love me, *twill be the eaſier to pardon. 

Wild, —I fwear I love thee; but this haughty humour, this Cloud that 
ſhades. the Sun of perfection, does ſomewhat cool my. paſſion : for Sy 
Madam, and let your Sex all heed thus Obſervation. | 


5 2 4 mw of Sence. 
Pride hinders there the Foys bis Love wan d bring, 


At Storms and Frofts kgep back the lgndty Sprung. 
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EPILOGUE ſpoken by a New AcrnEss. 


0 Ince Wit and Merit nere cas have the Grace, 


To make you Pleaders in the Poets Caſe ; 
Nor this Collation- gratefully to take , 
who knows but you may ao it for my ſake : 
For though in vain. men for 12 favour ſue, 
we women often have a trick will do: 
And therefore I am ſent here to engage 
Friends to his ſide, and calm the Criticks rage. 
if 1 ſhould fail , he would be apt to ſay 
That [ was: in the fault, I damm d his Play. 
1 that till now nere ſo expoi'd have bin, 
Nay, and if hiſs'd, will never Act agen, 
Then blaſt. not, Sirs, the bliſſome in its prime, 
Pray let me not be damn'd before my time ; 
Lnever bubbled ye, nere made 4 League, 
And after Jilted ye with falſe Intrigue , 
Ne're balk'd your Paſſion with Sham«(female) Plots ,, 
Tur Packet”s pickt, or ſtale your lac d Crevats ; 
Beſides, with your Opinion tos Im bleſyd , N 
Ile tate t ow my Salvation I'me no Prieſt: 
Nor did Religion ere my brains contraul; | 
1 am like you, of none, upon my Soul, | 
Great Intereſt to me the Golden Shore it, 
Intereſt that makes you. Fools, and Whiggs and Tories: bx. 
"Tis that obliges me with kind behaviour , \ 
Foy th* Poet humbly ſue to get your favour, 
I could command, but that's wot yet my duc, . 
Nor will not be (perhaps this year or two. 
But if you fail, look van your ground maintain, 
For there will come a time when I ſhall raign. 
A time will come, when Chloris ſhall be. bannted , j 
Then all your Joys and Raptures ſball be ſeanttd, * 
And what gen long wiſh for, ſhall ne're be granted. d 
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